











“We dedicate this yearbook 
to Nse Bulova. 
her wisdom and her strength. 
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An old brochure to the camp 
describes the area and activities 
(Printed 1946) 
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Girls" House 





Do we have to say? 


Á view of the main lawn as it once was 
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Harvest ät the Vegetable Farm 


Soon to be our stage and theater 
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Eberhard Zeidler 
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Art Studio 
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rt Shop activities progressed. They 
S oil painting, charcoal drawing, 


Art Shop has grown from designing labels to the creative 
prod ion of fine arts. It has introduced techniques such as 
airbrushing, mix media, and collagraphing. The international staff 
has brought about a variety of working and creating techniques. 


Sandy Gluzgold 
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The ar iste at work. 
Bobby Silverman perfects his painting ħ 

in the Art Shop = 











Bargello 


Bargello first found its way to Buck's Rock through Phyllis Weiss 
in 1978. Phyllis became intrigued with the idea of Bargello as 
did many curious campers, and convinced the camp to set up a 
Bargello shop, which is.now located in the Weaving Studio. 
Although Buck's Rock Bargello is only ten years old, the art 

of Bargello dates back to the Middle Ages and maybe even earlier. 


Nowadays, fads start in stores and malls, but can you believe that 
Bargello started in a prison? Named after a prison (now a 

museum) in Florence, Italy, where.it was used to help the prisoners 
pass the time, Bargello quickly became a popular craft.  Bargello 
is a form of needle point that is done on canvas in a simple 
vertical or horizontal stitch. Patterns of all forms such as 
peaks and valleys, curves, diamonds, flames, bars, stripes and 
latticework can be created on the canvas. Many patterns have 

been adapted from Middle Eastern tiles, paintings, and tapestries. 
Some of the more advanced patterns are done in 4-way Bargello 

or use elaborate details or shading. 


Today, the Bargello Shop is even more popular than ever with a 
wide range of projects to choose from, such as wall hangings, 
eyeglass cases, and pillows. So far, I've finished three 
pillows and am currently working on a fourth. I find Bargello 
very relaxing and I can take it along anywhere I go. Bargello 
needs only patience to do yet gives me a great feeling of 
accomplishment. I love to see my Bargello spring up into a 
great looking project before my very eyes. 


Bargello is very special to us at Buck's Rock and we hope to see 
even more campers at the Bargello Shop next year. 


Debbie Morris 








Batik 


Long, long ago before the first camper joyously set foot on 
the Batik Shop porch (even before there was a Batik Shop porch), 
vicious dinosaurs roamed the land that in future years would 
become Buck's Rock Work Camp. Living amidst these giant, man-eating 
reptiles, a small clan of early humans courageously 8.8 the 
elements for their survival. 

The leader of this small yet clever band, deorye the Conqueror 
(the ancestor of the George we know and love today), decreed that 
a new medium be found to decorate the walls of the cave they called 
home, as the grey rock was becoming too drab for their sophisticated 
taste. He declared that a contest be held to discover a new art 
form. Few people entered the contest. The main competitors were 
Barbie the batiker, Amara the painter, and Erika the silkscreener. 
Unfortunately the judges Brendan and Jen chose Amara the painter, 
and from then on, these cavepersons painted on their walls. 

Barbie.was so distraught, because she had lost the competition, 
that she broke into a cookie toss, which left no snack cookies for 
the hungry clan. And so she gathered a small group of people, Laura, 
Leigh, Rebecca, and Jessica, to move to another cave to continue 
batiking. George, angered at the decision of the judges, moved 
with them. This small line of people continued to batik forever 


: after they came to Buck's Rock. 


In the year of nineteen hundred and eighty-eight, the Batik 
Shop was blessed with FIVE lovely CIT's. (Oh, yeah, we also had a 
couple of JC's and counselors.) There was Amara, our Pubbie-turned- 
Batiker, with the features of an Athenian goddess; Love-Leigh and 
her fabulous lines-gone-trees; Jessica, who batiked herself many 
ladies in eighteenth century dress to be her servants, Rebecca 
with her...ABSTRACT lion. Then theres was Erika, the craftiest one 
of us all, with her batiked chopstick pouch. 

A few of the infamous happenings over the summer included 
Country Music Day! (the day that Lee went berserk and made up for 
a month and a half without her country and western music). And, 
of course, Brendan's birthday was a big hit--as was. his day off. 

All in all, nineteen hundred and eighty-eight was a great year 
in the Batik Shop. Through all the strange things that went on 
over the summer, we remained the most snacked-out shop at Buck's 
Rock. 


Erika Bubar 
Leigh Hanna 
Jessica Brickman 
Amara Baumgarten 


Jenniier Polk 








Ceramics 7 


Up the road there is a shop. You may think that it is a shop 
like the others at Buck's Rock, a place where you just make things. 
But it is much more than this. 

The sign outside the workshop is not just paper with colored 
letters on it. No, when you come nearer you can read the word, -- 
"Ceramics". The Ceramics Shop is a big family. When you come 
in, you are in the security of this area, expressing yourself m 
creatively in the form of clay. 

When I first came into the Ceramics Shop, I was a little 
bewildered. I looked at the thousands of plates and sculptures 
and I said to myself that I will never be able to make these 
things--only geniuses could make these! But suddenly, I saw ES 
someone in front of me--a smiling and friendly presence..."May 
I help you?" she said. 

From that moment on, I made pots, plates and sculptures: = 
Whatever idea I had in my head, there was a counselor to help 
me create it in clay. — 

I learned that the golden rule is to enjoy yourself, and 
that it is your ideas that create the work, not the counselors, 
JCs or CITs. 

For me, the word "ceramics" has become a symbol of creative 
expression, imaginative ideas, and most importantly, the friendshin e 
and joy formed at Buck's Rock. 





Basile Baudez 
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1940 as a combination ceramics i پسم‎ 
and wood shop. However, as time 
went on and Buck's Rock grew in = 
popularity, both wood and ceramics; 
needed more room...wood moved out 
and ceramics took over the whole 





— 
snop giving it room to grow and 
prosper. Ceramics. now has four sa 
D = a 5 
electric and four kicking wheels, 
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two handbuilding tables, and an 
electric and gas kiln for firing 
finished works. 

--Tyler Smith 
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Peter Pauen (Shop Counselor), Jeremy Goldberg, Ari Cooperman, 
Dylan Rosalsk-, Jason Meister, Sam Johnson, Daniel Ewen 


Leather Shop 


The Leather Shop has been here for thirteen consecutive years. 
In 1975, Claire Neretin brought the Leather Shop back to Buck's Rock. 
Before this, there hadn't been a Leather Shop since 1956, nineteen 


. years before Claire arrived. 


Today, the Leather Shop is in a little airstream mobile 


trailer, which was brought up from Florida. There is nothing 


mechanical in the shop; everything is done by hand. There are 
many things to make in leather. A few are: belts, all kinds of 
bags, pocketbooks, book covers, tape cases, hats, vests, pouches, 
bracelets, wallets, moccasins, and almost any other leather item 
you can think of. 

Claire lives in the mobile home with her cat, Maazy. All the 
leather items and work materials are in the mobile home. Claire 
is also a house counselor here. During the winter she is a 
therapist. There is always great music playing there and it has 
a friendly atmosphere. 


Jonathan Keidan 
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“Sic fen, Maazy!" 








Metalsmithing/Jewelry 


Early this Spring, the metalsmithing shop went through 
renovations. The shop was not only made more spacious but also 
more comfortable and organized. This was a big step in the 
evolution of the metalsmithing shop. This year's changes 
made us wonder about the past history of this shop. We were 
fortunate to learn this history by speaking with Ernst Bulova, 
the founder of Buck's Rock. 

The Day It All Changed: 

(a ficticious story based on the history of the metal shop) 


One day way back in the late forties, chef Quasimoto from 
Japan wanted to make wedding bands for his beloved fiance and 
himself. This was a very odd request because there was no 
metalsmithing shop at the time. There was, however, a repair 
shop used to help farmers from all over fix their tools and 
machinery. It was part of a general shop where campers, when 
they were not helping farmers, also did ceramics, puppet-making, 
and made puzzles by cutting up photographs. 

Ernst granted chef Quasimoto his request to make the 
wedding bands, and it was at that point in time that Buck's Rock 
underwent a significant change. The chef's rings were the first 
pieces of jewelery ever to be made at Buck's Rock. The shop still 
aided the farmers with their machinery, but this area of the 
general shop had been expanded and now jewelery was being made 
out of silver and gold. It was called the silversmithing shop. 

In 1950, after the war subsided, the campers of Buck's Rock 
pledged that nothing in the shop would be used for destructive 
purposes. The Metal shop has always remained dedicated to the 
principle of enriching life, rather than threatening it. 


Like the rest of the camp, the shop continued to grow and 
casting and enameling were added. A few years ago when silver 
became expensive, other metals such as copper and brass were 
introduced. The shop's name was then changed to the metalsmithing 
shop.Today the metalsmithing shop is where campers learn the 


art of metalsmithing to enhance life by creating beautiful things 
made of metal. 


Brette Krinick 
David Oppenheim 
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Printing is fun 
Printing is cool 

So don't be dumb 
Don't go to the pool 


Come say "Hi" to Richard 
Catherine, Debby, and Vikki 
Where you'll find 

That they're not icky 


When the camp was started 
In "45 

Thats when the Print Shop 
Came alive 


Labels for food for overseas' aid 


was one of the first things 
That was made 


Our house is warm, cozy, 
And snug 

It used to be known 

As a shop called Pub 


Now that Pub has moved 
A few feet away 

Print Shop is here 

And here to stay! 


If you want to print paper 
Enscribed with your name 
Corfe on in ۱ 

It's our favourite game 


We even make bumper stickers 
And business cards too! 

All these things 

Are here for you! 


You'll like us a lot and 
Phats no lie 

So until next summer 

We say goodbye! 


Cheerio from 

The happy rappers 
Deena Cimmet 
Debby Margaritov 
with Uncle Fun 


Printshop 8 











The Photo Shop 


In 1945, when the Photo Shop first opened, it was headed by 
Bill Cotton, who looked after the camp's two enlargers and three 
cameras. 43 years later, the shop is in the hands of Alan Fredrick 
and Alan Gandy, a.k.a.; old Alan and young Alan. Last week, I deci- 
ded to devote a day to observing the individual oddities of my co- 
workers in the Photo Shop. 

The day started off hot and humid, and Alex, Nennie, and Ezra 
were sitting on the Photo Shop porch, looking rather listless. I 
looked back at them, and then suddenly a spray of ice cold water 
hit my neck. Alex was standing on the porch with her feet apart and 
her pink elephant squirt gun aimed right at Nennie and Ezra, who 
were using me as a shield. Nennie peeked out from behind my face 
and screamed as Alex sprayed water into her face. Old Alan walked 
Outside and said, "Could we have a little less noise, please? What 
is this, a high school cafeteria?" 

As Alex, Nennie, and Ezra settled down, Alan could be heard 
from inside the shop. saying to a camper, "Dear, listen. We don't 
have so much of this chemical that we can afford to dump it down 
the drain. I understand that you didn't know but...next time...OK?" 

After rest hour, Dan Stern walked up to me, looking rather 
thoughtful, and said, "So let me get this straight, Jenna...If I 
attach the Asahi-Pentax Pentaprism to the F-29 Honeywell adaptor 
with the Leica 2X mount on the 35mm Nikon F3 AF with four programs 
of shutter- and aperture-priority and titanium shutter with f/8, 
1/250-second, skylight 1A filter with the SB-2500 flash, I'll get 
good grain? 

To which I replied, simply, "Yes." 

Ezra walked up to the new campers who had just entered the 
shop, and offered to show them around the darkroom. I could hear 
him walking through the maze and laughing as they fell for his 
staircase joke. : 

Alan Gandy was sitting in his chair making a sculpture out of 
a plastic cup (which can be seen hanging from the shelf) and speak- 
ing to Susan. "I'm bored," he said. "I think I'll try a judo flip 
on Robbie." 

Nennie bounced into the shop after her play rehearsal, grabbed 
Alex, and pulled her aside. A few minutes later, Alex walked up to 
Ezra with a huge smile and directed his attention while Nennie went 
to the counter of the front of the room. Suddenly, music blared 
from the speakers, and Nennie and Alex started to dance and lip- 
sync to "The Tide is High." 

Ezra fainted. 

Old Alan rushed out of the darkroom and yelled, "Turn that 
down! We've already heard that song today, and you know that I only 
like elevator music." 

And so another day went down in Photo Shop history. 


Jenna Perlstein 





Sculpture 


Once upon a time in the year nineteen hundred and sixty-four, 
there existed a tent called "Ye Sculpture Shop". Around this tent 
there was chaos and disorder. Steel lay everywhere in piles of 
molten mess. The people looked to their sacred symbol, the fire 
breathing dragon, for guidance, and he gave us cutting torches. 
This was fine for a while, but the people desired more, and along 
came the legendary Jack Gresko. In 1983 Jack rebuilt the kingdom 
and brought bronze casting to the Rock. The shop prospered. 

As the years went by, Laura, a noble soul, with a kind heart, 
weilding a slag hammer in her hand, came and shared her knowledge 
of welding, casting and wood carving. Then Shawn, a burly artisan 
from the North, arrived, constributing his knowledge of stone and 
bronze. Finally, Dave, the tall, jolly one, joined them and 
added his many talents. Laura and Shawn took charge and a 
second arc welder was purchased to alleviate the long wait of the 
many eager campers. Marble was brought down from Vermont to the 
Rock.and David came up from the South to teach carving techniques. 
Matt and Jenny, the able-bodied CITs, complete the pentagon along 
with the incredible fetching machine, Abbey. Together they make 
the.1988 Sculpture Shop. 


Michael Stoff 
Matt Daniels 














Sewing 


In 1963, Buck's Rockers arrived at camp to find a new shop. It 
was the Sewing Shop, located across from metal and above Pub, 
where it still stands today. Ann Tavalin was the head counselor, 
and, believe it or not, the shop was even smaller than it is now. 
In keeping with the fashions of the times, campers might make a 
mini-skirt, or perhaps go to Fabric Design (which is what Batik 
used to be called) and tie-dye fabric for a wraparound skirt or 
peasant dress. 

Flash-forward to 1988: The Sewing Shop has been extended, 
and Pam Dicke has been head counselor since 1979. This summer, she 
has two counselors, Sheila and Kirstie, as well as a JC, Caryn, 
and the CIT Edye. Hot items this summer are definitely stuffed 
dinosaurs, especially for boys. Also popular are skirts either 
in floral prints or original batik designs. 

Some good words to describe the Sewing Shop in 1988 would be: 
Hectic. Hot. Productive. Cozy. Welcoming. Fun. Loud. We 
staged an unspoken war of the radios with Batik. They blasted 
Tracy Chapman, we turned up Janet Jackson. They played Talking 
Heads loudly, we played Whitney Houston even louder. As many times 
as they played Fleetwood Mac, we played "Forever Young". 

You knew it was morning in the shop when Caryn had on fresh 
makeup and wet hair. You knew it was afternoon when Kirstie 
tried to get the campers to go to the waterhole instead of sewing. 
Pam always had a posse of kids following her, with one or more of 
her own mixed in with the campers. Caryn was always singing. 
Sheila was absolutely invaluable for her wonderful talents of 
reaching the highest shelves and undoing the top lock on the front 
door. 

The Sewing Shop has been around for 25 summers, and has 
changed in a lot of ways. But one aspect will always remain the 
same. Every camper who walks in leaves with a smile and the pride 
that comes with having achieved what he or she has set out to do. 


Edye Saltarelli 
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Sew what...? 
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Silkscreen 


Since the silkscreen shop has been standing, it has 
always been the locale of many weird and interesting happenings. 
It all started many years ago when a bunch of Joan Rivers 
worshipping aliens discovered that they could no longer reproduce. 
Therefore, they set up the Silkscreen shop in order to make 
more copies of themselves. Some people have reported seeing these 
aliens living in Silkscreen's darkroom. to this day. 

If you have ever ended up with more prints than you started 
out with, the aliens probably made extra copies at night. If 
you also wonder why you have to leave so many copies to the shop 
(only four!) its because they are used for sacrifices:to keep 
the aliens in good spirits. 

Back in 1981, the inhabitants of the Silkscreen shop 
were haunted by the Great God Screeno. Screeno was really 
just a foul smelling spray used to unclog screens, but to those 
plagued by him, he was much more. In fact, some campers were 
almost sacrificed to this almighty power. 

But that's just the tip of the iceberg. One time a camper 
(who.will not be named) claimed that his squeegee was possessed 
by Satan. After printing a design normally on to the screen, he 
lifted it up to find Satanic messages printed on his paper. 
Whether the squeegee was actually possessed or not is still not 
clear, but just in case it has since been exorcised and burned. 
Today nothing very unusual goes on in the silkscreen shop; there 
are just a bunch of weird people rubbing ink (not paint!) onto 
Screens with squeegees. But it is still one of the most 
interesting and unusual places in camp. The inhabitant of the 
Silkscreen shop this year are pretty unusual people. First of all, 
there are Nina Lesser and Deb Rosenbaum-Ely who are both 
veterans to the shop. They were here during the Screeno reign of 
terror. Ellie Serafin is new here, but she carries on a female 
British tradition of counselors here at the Silkscreen shop. 
Anna Fader and Ranee Kamens are the CITs here and they are 
really nice people. Actually, everyone's a pretty nice person 
at the Silkscreen shop. 
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Weaving 


The saga began in 1966. Lyndon Baines Johnson was President, 
America was in the midst of a war, and Allistair Morrison, garbage- 
man at large, was anxiously awaiting his first birthday. It was 
during the time of all these noteworthy events that the Capable 
Construction Crew at Buck's Rock- then called a "creative work 
camp" rather than a "summer to discover"- built the weaving studio 
up on a picturesque hill, away from the noise and bustling of the 
main shops area. 

22 years later, little has changed up in the studio, apart 
from a brand new porch with a roof that was added during the winter 
of 1987-88, and we, the incredible staff, keep up the weaving tra- 
dition at Buck's Rock. 

First there were five, then there were six, then there were 
five. Every day was a party: popcorn, great music, and dancing on 


.the new, improved porch that still sports the best view in camp. 


This is the scene which opens our first act. 

The rhythmic beat of marvelous music begins to fade in as we 
see happy campers being introduced to a star-studded company of 
looms. Their desire to weave has been inspired by all-star counse- 
lors Pat, K-Kara, and C-Cara, and- was it Lisa or Jessie?- well, 
let's just say the two great weaving CITs. Marathon weaving begins. 

Act II opens with a heat wave to end all heat waves, which 
ignites a desire to pursue the craft of underwater basket-weaving 
down at the waterhole. Upon their return from the water-filled 
paradise, the weaving crew decides to take an expedition through 
the mysterious woods that surround their secluded shop. Their plan 
is to ambush the summer theater. Theater soon surrenders to their 
twills, honeycombs, and herringbones. They return and celebrate 
with more popcorn. 

The play concludes with a grand finale, summarized here: 


THE WEAVING RAP 


OK, here's the situation 
You went away to camp for your summer vacation 
You wanna make a blanket but you don't know fhe 
So come up to weaving and sign up now! 
The staff is really cool, we're lots of fug ) 
You'll want to hang around even after you' 
You can make a scarf or a pillow or a bag 
And listen to the music that's really rad 
The colors, the textures- it's truly coo 
So come up to weaving- DON'T BE A FOOL! 












By: the Weaving Staff 











The Wood Shop 


when I first came to Buck's Rock and was suddenly faced with 
The Choice, that is, What To Do, the idea of going to wood would 
never have even occurred to me. I thought I'd glassblow, maybe try 
BBC, build some sculpture, etc. If I had thought about wood, I 
probably would have dismissed it as being like my school wood shop, 
where one can extend one's creative inspiration about as far as 
keychains, pencil holders, and toy cars.made out of pre-cut pieces 
of plywood. So it is interesting that wood has become the place 
where I spend most of my time, express myself best, and am most 
comfortable. But at Buck's Rock, everyone seems to eventually gra- 
vitate to the place where they belong, and for me, wood is that 
place. 

The wood shop started from humble beginnings. It was built by 
campers and counselors between the years 1955-1958. Its original 
purpose was to sharpen and fix the tools of what was at that time 
a farm camp. But as the camp changed, individual projects were 
started. At first the projects were much like what you would find 
at school, consisting of simple bowls, cutting boards, and furni- 
ture. But the shop evolved into a unique place, one where the pro- 
jects have found the balance between function and art. 

Wood is different from many other shops in the sense that you 
are working with a medium that is totally organic, something that 
retains all of its natural imperfections, inconsistencies, and 
beauty. Wood is not synthetic or processed into something other 
than what it was when it was alive. Wood is just wood. So you are 
starting with something that is full of nature's eccentricities, 
and by using the saws and lathes and various other machines, 
imposing human symmetry and geometry on it. You end up with a form 
that is logical and aesthetically pleasing, yet one which still 
retains its natural beauty and does not lose its basic character. 
This is the achievement of balance between artist and media. That 
to me is the most satisfying result that can be found in art, and 
it can always be found at the wood shop. 


Halle Winkler 
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Wood you...? Jack Gresko and Jeff Samuels in the Wood 
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Jason Tax 


Wolarsky 
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Debbie Stutz 
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Sergio Minski 





John Kim 






Art Studio 
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Wizansky _ 





Pac& Dessandra 





Elizabeth Hickok 
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Other Campers who have completed Bargello projects this summer 
include: Sharon Most, Eliot Meyers, Ilana Rosengarten, Joanna 
Mahl, Debbie Morris, Robin Berman, Hallie Mohel, Josh Seelig, 
Debbie Margaritov, Charlie Alterman, Carol Chan, Erica 
Plumhoff, Ruth Geller, Allison Alpern, Julie Birnbaum, Jill 
Astmann, Adam Rudginsky, Leslie Rubenstein, Erin Zerring, Lisa 
Ventry, Jaime Kwok, Alana Mitnick, Julie Birnbaum, Suzanne 
Goldberg, Hallie Mohel, Wendy Manes. 





Back row from left: Laura Levine, Melinda Block, Naomi Cook, 
Julie Porter, Elliot Minski, Hillary Frank 

Middle Row: Laura Levine, Gwen Garber, Lynn Furnas, Lauren 
Sloane, Sebastian Weiss, Lynn Furnas 

Front Row: India Leval, Ava Brent, Briana Barocas 





Chloe Grimshaw 
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Brette Krinick 


Batik 





Alysa Barancik 












Leigh Hanna 





Jessica Brickman 


Adina Padden 


Ceramics 





Jordana Haspel 





Tyler Smith 





Clockwise from top: 

Basile Baudez, Alissa Heyman, 
Jennifer Polk, Alissa Heyman, 
Jordan Goldstein, Kaena Clark 





Basile Baudez 





Glass 


Stuart Pudell, 





yeso ۳۵ رت‎ David Hari, 


Meredith Cohn, 
Stuart Pudell 


Lee Kind, David Harf, 





Jeff Samuels, Nicole Mallard, Jason Wild, Stuart 
Pudell, Darren Andes, Lauren Steinberg, Stuart 
Fe Pudell, Ruth Geller, Liz Allen, Sam Sapoznick 


Meredith 


Lauren Steinberg, Wendy Manes, 
Lauren Steinberg 





ason Wild, Juno Shaye, 





Glass 





Lauren Frieman, David Harf, Lauren Frieman, Jason Wild, — 
Lauren Frieman, Alex Smith, Audrey Fisher, Audrey Fisher 





Jan Propper, Peter Dreher, Peter Dreher, 
Jeff Samuels, Jeff Samuels, Jeff Samuels 






Jesse Selber 


Stuart Pudell 





Metalsmithing/Jewelry Shop 


Clockwise from the bracelet: Natasha Friedus, Michelle Davis, 
Lauren Cimmet, Alex Silver, Audra Gluzgold, Noah Landow, 
Jesse Selber. 


Back Row: Liz Wiener, Jennie Kliman. Middle Row: Antoine Riviere, 
Adina Padden. Front Row: Rebecca Wolff, Robby Feld, Susan Frumkes, 
Susan Concors, Mia Rosenblatt, Addie Male. 








Print S 


DO Prah ieas 








Sculpture Sh 





David Ullman 





Rachel Beck 


Op 





Benjamin Shreeffer 





‘Peter Staley 














Sculpture Shop 


Alan Anchislavsky 


Jeffrey Kisner, Daren 


Alex Smith 


David Ullman 





Andes 








Sewing 





From left: Charlie Alterman, Spencer Kass, 
Alana Mittnick 


Leslie Rubenstein 





Clockwise from top: Spencer Kass (Pillow), 

Pia Cooperman (Bear), Martine Zilversmith 

(Pillow) ‚Ni@ole Sydney (Rug), Jenny Karper 
(Duck), Aaron Tax (Lamb) 














Silkscreen 





Sasha Wizansky 
Sarah J. Leitao 





Jordan Yaruss 
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Daniel Cartledge 





Kira Poskanzer 





Weaving 







(Back row, left to right) Ariel Levy, 
Erica Plumhoff, Julie Birnbaun, — 
Meredith Cohen, Aaron Tax, Audrev Fisher 
Jennifer Polk, Sarah Tuttleton, 
Jessica Marcus, Lisa Rockefeller, 
Leslie Rubenstein, Hallie Mohel, 
Lauren Altucher, Rachel Lvnn, Jodv 
Sherman, Mike Hammer, Keri Chaimowitz 


Jamie Warner, Lori Salins, Ariel Levv, 
Anva Saffir, Peggv Webber 


Meredith Kopelow, Meredith Kopelow, 
Serena Puckett, Dora Klein = 








Nicole Sidney, Noburu Kamino 





Jeff 
Liza 


Samuels 
Bacigalupo 


Vlad Aisenstien 








Jennifer Karpel, Bliss Temple 
Pamela Lyman, Debby Margaritov 


Justin Lehrer, 





Danielle Mackenzie 
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In the beginning there was mimeographing and photo- 
mounting. The Publications Shop was merely a mechanism 
to print farm reports. Then came the Big Bang. The small 
but happy shop began printing a weekly newspaper, "The 
Weeder's Digest", and even a yearbook. The presses were 
all hand operated. Pubbies had to have muscles! 

And then came Lou in 1959 and the shop entered a period 
of renaissance. The yearbooks became larger and literary 
magazines were produced like bunny rabbits. 

And then came Bob. The shop went high tech and in 
1984 the Gestetner presses bit the dust, and all pubbies 
shed a tear. "Slip sheeting" became a foreign word and 
cries of "somebody help run the plate maker" filled the shop. 
It was at this point that the world was created. 


Now, getting to this year. Summer 1988's writers were 
a little bit less neurotic. On a scale of 1 to 10, we were 
at about a 6. Not too bad! Yes, the shop was more laid back 
this year. Laura completed a Bargello. Sandro worked on a red 
scarf. And everybody worked on crossword puzzles. Other than 
that, we did a little writing and a little printing. We made a 
yearbook. It had lots of colors. We printed some magazines. 
And on Mondays and Fridays we had some workshops. 

Enough of minimalizing all the work! It was hot. We worked 
anyway. It was very hot. We worked anyway. We introduced Buck's 
Rock to one of the biggest media blitzes it had ever seen. The 
fans didn't help much. The printers slaved over their machines 
fearlessly, and the writers sat with the hot sun baking upon 
their backs. In Layout, one could find counselors frying over 
light tables. But we were a happy bunch... 


Let's start with Jen. Jen (Flyz-nor) is our resident 
new music and feminist science fiction wiz. "When I was a 
CIT..." Flyz-nor typed with two fingers. One for the letter 
"A", and one for all the other keys on the typewriter. 

Then comes Laura (Lo-rah).  Lo-rah has met everyone in a 
past life. "You come from Great Neck too?"  Lo-rah would be 
a wonderful person if she wrote her grandmother more often. 
Laura supplied us with bellybuttons and borders. "I like 
reading about Deconstructionist theory." "Borders make order 
out of chaos." 

Ron would like to be remembered for the Buck's Rock 
Enquirer and the comic book. As well as for the title 

Somnambulists (everyone knows the definition now). But 
we will remember Ron for his hat, his Californian spirit, 
and for his nickname (under protest), Bruno. = 

Beverly Goodrum has the best last name in the Pub Shop. 
But she was really famous for her ivory elephant and those red 
sunglasses. "Let's write in the parking lot." 

Lynn has come back not as an art counselor, as she had 
pranned to in the beginning of the decade, but as a house/writing 


counselor. Lynn brought us a ton of Girls' House Downstairs 
campers. 





Let's not forget Sandro (Xandor). Sandro likes "caca", 
hospitals and Spanish poetry. Sandro dislikes snakes. He 
fainted once in biology class. How many hair colors has Sandro 
had in the past three years? "I have a Lorca exercise for you..." 

Jon is the lucky one. The one who gets to go to Oberlin. 
He spends most of his time in front of the platemaking 
machine, although he would rather be plaving Frisbee. "I'd 
rather be listening to their music than Leonard Cohen." His 
hair is shorter than last year. 

We also have two wonderful art and layout counselors, 
Madhu and Dave. Madhu is the master of geometric designs. 

She was quiet, but without her we never could have produced 
the veggie meal menu and the yearbook cover. We will always 
remember "Be Nice to Madhu Day". Her friend brought us 
delicious shakes. Dave is the wizard of PMT because he knows 
what those letters stand for. Dave prefers small magazines. 
Some campers think he looks like Sting. 

Of course there are three parts to this shop. Production 
is the third. Bob is the head of Pub, and with him comes his 
adorable son, Steven. "Da, what color are we moving to?" 

"I don't know. Whatever color moves me." Untiring in his 
effort, Bob works late into the night, when all other pubbies 
except Ian have gone to bed. We like Bob. 

A long-time veteran of Pub, Ian is one of our Monty Python 
fans. If you lay it out, Ian will print it. We still think 
he has "come to bed" eyes and we think he has shapely legs. 

Andy is famous for the best hair in camp. "Make the music 
louder." He is not a bad dancer either. Together with his 
trusty aide, Sam, Andy helped to print just about anything. 

The eighth Wanda of the World joined us for the second time, 
during the seventh week of camp. This year she was a discoverer, 
and Wanda learned the fine intricacies of living in the infirmary. 
"It's air-conditioned at the Windmill..." Wanda would say. "Did 


you know that the waitress is a poet?" 
David Mahl worked here for the first part of the summer. 


Then he heard the rackets calling, and his little (?) feet had 


to follow. . . 
Of course, there is also Chris DeLuca. 


CITs 

We received John in a trade, and since then he's become 
our Photo Editor. If he were green, he would look like 
Robin, but he's not. 

Joanna, the queen of color imagery, did lots of "stuff" 
this summer, and even did a couple of Sandro's Lorca exercises. 
The answer to the question, "Where's Joanna?" was always 
"at clown rehearsal." Joanna would say, "If I can be 
immature today, I promise to be mature tomorrow." "Can we call 
the yearbook 'Chartruse Ochre Blue Moon'?" 


Pubbie-Editors 
David is our happy Moral Support Editor. He would tell 
you "good morning" even if it was 5:45 in the evening. He is 
often wearing a Mickey Mouse  tee-shirt. 
= Mike had long hair this summer. Down to his shoulders. He 
will probably be a Pub CIT next summer. Rots of Ruck (tee hee hee). 
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Rick would be Roger Rabbit if he had rabbi 


instead 


so much. 


he is an Art and Layout Editor. 


He is often seen at the typewriter. 


with you a minute?" 


Doyle Rockwell has traveled a long way, from Saudi Arabia, 


: but 


Neil would be a sandstone sculpture, if he didn't talk 
"Can I talk 


to be the Assistant Production Editor this summer. 


Alan is a Production Editor (once again!). 


at LSD, 


only to remember he should be at Pub. 


Often he sits 


All in all, we were pretty nifty this summer, if we may say 
so ourselves. We wrote. We typed. We laid out. 
We even wrote our article on time (?!!). If you don't like 
it, then FOOF, FOOF, FOOF!! 


We printed. 


M 


Written by Joanna Fuhrman, Mike Hammer, and a whole slew of eager 


Rr v 


X 


X 


x 


Put p Dilly "of. Blues 


Mie me out to the Pub Shop. 
Nöpe there's no liquor here! 


Stories and poems and artwork too, 
We love to write 
And we hope you do too! 


Oh yes! Take me out to the Pub Shop. 


Where the folks are insane. 


We've got Xandor, Andy, Lo-rah, Lynn, 
Madhu, Bev, Ian, Chris, Joanna, Dave, 
Oh yes! Take me out to the Pub Shop. 


Where the benches are neat. 


use we've got lots and lots of great things to do, 


Bum, 
Bum, 
Bum. 


A etre moving your feet! ! 


Inspiring lyrics by Lo-Rah and Xandor 


Flyz-nor, 
Bob, Jon! 
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ze 


Sung to the tune of "Take me out to the Ballgame" 
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Ron, 
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Stars by Xandor and Lo-rah as well. Do you like them?? We do. 
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Laura's habit began when she was 

asked to do the. borders for the 

Pub magazines, Somnambulists and 
' Staffwords. S 








Soon, all of the magazines re^ 
leased by Pub featured "Borders 
by Laura Ciolkowski." 


٥٥۸۵۳۸۰ BY: 
LAURA CIoLKOWSK 


Then, one morning, hundreds of 
startled Buck's Rockers awoke to 
find the Publications shop 
completely encased in a border. 
Other shops would soon follow. 



















The police were called in when a 
border was discovered around 
Massachusetts, Rhode Island, 
Conneticuit, and New York City. 

















The President declared (a situation 
of emergency when a huge border 
was found to exist around the 
continental United States. 

Borders were later found around 
Hawaii and Alaska. 


As scientists continue to argue 
the impossibility of these 
borders, drastic measures are 
being taken. If you have seen 
Laura Ciolkowski, alias Lo-Rah, - 
please contact your local 
authorities. 





Story by David Itzkoff 
Borders by Laura Ciolkowski 
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Night 


The night rolls out its sċarlet carpet 
And I tread behind the sultrv moon 


I hear the sweet sounds of midnight 
And the cricket's cheerv tune. 

And on a pure white steeple 

Sleeps a pure white dove 

Slowlv the sweet wind calls her 

And silentiv she represents love. 


Kiva Sherr 


Lost 


Lost in a world I have built within 

I trip over the branches of yesterday 
And fall towards the light of tomorrow 
The echoes of insistent memories taunt me 
But in this world there are no boundaries 

and I can wander through time 

With a thousand bridges to cross 
And a thousand adventures to find. 


Kiva Sherr 











Jealousy 


Leah was the prettiest girl in school. Her wavy brown hair 
fell thick down to her waist, and her eyes were like pools of blue. 
She was always very compassionate. She was the kind of person you 
could always talk to, so she had lots of friends and very few ene- 
mies, except for one girl, Allison. 

Allison was always jealous. She had once been the prettiest 
girl in school and Leah's best friend until she was in a car acci- 
dent. A drunk driver rammed into her parents' car. Her parents were 
killed instantly. Allison survived, but had deep permanent scars on 
her face. People were always afraid to look at her. 

Her foster parents were very kind, but Allison didn't return 
their kindness. Foster parents weren't like real parents. She felt 
guilty that she hadn't been in the front seat with her parents on 
the night of the accident. 

The day after the accident when she sat down for lunch, Alli- 
son heard one of the girls at the table say, "Let's move. Looking 
at her makes me sick." Then all of the people who had been sitting 
at the table left. None of them even looked her in the eye. 

Right after that Leah walked in and sat down next to her. 
Allison just ran to the girls' bathroom and cried. Nobody asked 
her what was wrong; they just left the room abruptly. Allison knew 
that she was going to get bad treatment from her enemies, but she 
didn't expect this treatment from people she didn't know, and espe- 
cially not from her friends. She wanted her parents to come back 
and give her a hug, but she knew that she would never see her par- 
ents again. With that thought she started crying even harder. 

Leah walked into the girls' room just then with a worried look 
on her face. She walked up to Allison, put her arm around her, and 
said, "Are you all right? Allison, I just want you to know that I 
am still your best friend no matter what they say." 

"Go away!" Allison replied angrily. "Leave me alone. All of 
you are the same. You have not an ounce of compassion in your 
entire body, and I'm not in the mood for your sarcasm." With that 
she marched off, leaving Leah standing there dumbfounded. 

Every day in school people would whisper and giggle about 
Allison behind her back. Leah, however, still treated her just the 
same as she had before the accident. But Allison always disregarded 
her kindness and treated it like sarcasm. She couldn't accept the 
fact that now Leah was prettier and more popular than her. Allison 
acted as if Leah had taken something away from her. It was almost 
as if Leah had caused the accident. 

Leah, however, felt differently about Allison. Leah felt as if 
nothing had happened to Allison. All right, Allison was hurt, but 
Leah couldn't understand how that could interfere with a friendship 
as good as theirs. So, even though Allison was mean to Leah, Leah 
still acted nice to her in hope that she would forget about being 
jealous and just be glad to be alive and well. 

In math class the teacher, Mr. Spiegelman, had Seated Leah in 
front of Allison. This was not easy for Leah to take. Putting up 
with Allison's nastiness for a whole half hour was not at all sim- 
ple, but Leah, being who she was, did not complain. 





One day, while the class was going over equations, Leah heard 
a snip in her ear. Her automatic reaction was to pull her hair in 
front of her. To her horror, she found chunks of hair in her hand. 

She screamed. 

Mr. Spiegelman said, "Leah, what's wrong?" 

Speechless, Leah held up the hand with her hair in it and 
pointed to Allison. 

"Go to the dean, both of you," Mr. Spiegelman said. 


"Mr. Riordan will see you now," the secretary said with disgust 
as she thrust her hair from her shoulders and glared at the two 
girls over her glasses. 

Allison and Leah walked solemnly into the dean's office, each 
wondering what would happen when they opened the heavy wooden door 
with the words "Mr. Riordan, Principal" printed across the top. 

"Now what's this I hear about your cutting Leah's hair, Alli- 
son?" Mr. Riordan's deep voice bellowed out as the girls shut the 
door behind them. 

"I didn't do it," Allison replied coolly. 

"Yes you did!" Leah screamed with anguish. She couldn't believe 
Allison would stoop so low. 

"One at a time, please. Now, Allison, we have proof that you 
did cut Leah's hair." 

"No, you don't," Allison said innocently. "You have proof that 
somebody did, not necessarily me." 

"But you were sitting in back of me," Leah shouted, exasperated. 
"It couldn't have been anyone else." 

"Allison, we know it was you and the sooner you confess the 
less trouble you will be in," said Mr. Riordan. 

Allison started to cry. She screamed in her loudest voice, "SO 
WHAT IF I DID IT. I WOULDN'T HAVE DONE IT IF SHE HADN'T BEEN SO 
BEAUTIFUL." Allison was suspended from school, and Mr. Riordan 
walked her home. ' 

Leah was very disappointed with her old friend. As she walked 
home, she felt like crying. Her hair, all of her precious hair, 
was gone. It was now shoulder length. She pinched herself just to 
make sure she was awake, but unfortunately she was. Finally (ever 
the optimist), a new thought crossed her mind. Now she would know 
if people liked her for her looks or for her personality. And she 
could get a perm and try all those styles you couldn't do with long 
hair! The day after she got the perm she went to visit Allison. 

Allison answered the door still dressed in her robe and slip- 
pers. When she saw Leah, a huge smile crossed her face. 

"Hey Leah, I like the haircut. Who gave it to you?" 

"I'd say it was a mixture of people: you to cut, Carlos to 
perm." 


The girls laughed and spent the rest of the day „looking through 
magazines. 


Sally Neff 














Manhunt 


...the stories I remember from last night, "cause the blisters 
on my ankles are still fresh. Never knew we all could run that 
fast. ee : à ; 


...I gave them a fine run, too - round the tennis courts when 
they found me and through the field up to BBC, past the CIT village 
down to the front porch - a dangerous move because I'm right in the 
open light but I had no time to think and I figured all the seekers 
were running behind me - ducked past the canteen through the Boys 
Cabins down the precipice to the Summer Theater leaping the benches, 
between the houses of the Boys Annex into the Septic Field and around 
in a wild loop right in front of the Girls Terrace - another risky 
move because of the glaring floodlights and all the young girls 
laughing and pointing at the five racing figures - then on to the 
road dodging past the Leather Shop on to the steep incline into the 
Softball field - they were farther away now, I could hear their 
breathing receding into the distance; the hill must have thrown them 
but the blood is pounding in my shoulders - a quick leap through the 
trees and I'm once again on the tennis courts, having circled the 
camp in àn idiotic promenade, but I have no time to rest as they are 
on me again I run in a little spurt of energy behind the Video Shop 
vaulting neatly off the porch and up the field towards Clowning and 
I and 1.4% ۱ 


...have run out of breath. The freshest and fastest of the 
seekers comes up to me, slaps a sweaty hand on my throbbing shoulder. 
A breath heaves from my chest; it tastes like sour mints in my mouth. 
I sit heavily on the nearest rock, huddling and grabbing at my legs. 
The game has finished. 


Neil Bernstein 
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Grandma 


Once upon a time there was an old woman who lived in a house with 
her family. As Grandma sat in her rocking chair chewing on tobacco, 
the family sat at the table eating their supper. Or at least that's 
what it was supposed to be. The family knew it as the traditional 
daily slop. And as Grandma sat next to the fireplace, rocking ever 
so fast, her family sat thinking to themselves of ways to dispose of 
their beloved relative. 

"Maybe if we stuff tobacco down her throat?" said Pa. 

"I reckon if I electrified her chair to about 1200 volts maybe 
she'd...yeah, that oughta do it," said Ma. 

Then the older brother Henry said to the younger brother Spit, 
"Maybe if we put explosives in her cigar?" 

"Yeaaah," Spit replied mischeviously. 

"SHUT UP AND EAT YOUR SUPPER!" Grandma cried. "I slaved over a 
hot stove to make that food, and you two are over there talking about 
me!" The two boys cowardly ran from the table and into their room. 

"Food!" Pa shouted. "You call this slop food?" 

Shocked at Pa's outburst, Grandma took out her shotgun and point- 
ed it at him. "You take back what you just said, boy! Or I'll blow 
your head off!" 

Pa sat silently for a few moments. His family looked at him inno- 
cently, as if persuading him to sit back down without saying a word. 
He did. 


Later that night, Pa lay in his bed reading a blue book. Red, 
white, grey, and green books were put aside for a later day. 

"You know, you're a big wimp!" Ma yelled. "You let an old woman 
cut you off!" 

"B- but Ma!" 

"Don't you 'But Ma' me! Tomorrow you is go kill that thang!" 

"But how?" 

"I don't know, but ya will!" 


The next morning Pa put poison in Grandma's tobacco. It didn't 
work. 


The next day, at three o'clock in the afternoon, the family took 
a little outing to the lake, hoping that it would somehow calm 
Grandma down. Grandma sat by the water behind Ma and Pa, rocking in 
her chair with a sinister eyepatch covering her left eye. "Get out 
there and catch some fish!" she cried. 

Pa quickly grabbed a net and ran toward the water. 

Grandma laughed to herself at Pa's childish reaction. He was 
truly afraid of her. 


Later that night, Grandma insisted that she eat the fish first. 

"I don't like it!" she roared. "Don't you know how to cook, woman?" 
"Well, it beats the slop you serve us every day!" Ma shouted back. 
"You is making fun a my food again! I slaved over a hot stove 

all-" 

'Ohw don't start with that 'I slaved over a hot stove' garbage 
again!" 











"Don't you raise your voice with me you sea hag!" 
"Oh yeah? Well I wanna know what you is go do 'bout it!" said Ma. 
"I'll show you what I'm go do 'bout it!" Grandma punched Ma in 

the face. 

Ma, nearly knocked unconscious, got back up. Grandma stroked her 
beard, in a way to show that she had achieved something. Pa, who had 
been building up courage these past few moments, ran up to Grandma 
and punched the beast in the face. 

Grandma looked at him in amazement. But then her amazement turned 
to anger. She growled and started walking toward Pa. He backed up 
with each step she took. 

All of a sudden Grandma fell through the floor. The rest of the 
family came running to see. Grandma started yelling, "Get me outta 
here! Get me outta here!" As she yelled, fire started coming out of 
her mouth. It started to burn the house down. "Spit!" Ma screamed. 
The whole house was shaking. "Pa!" Ma yelled. "Get us outta here!" 

Pa carried his two children out the door just as the house crum- 
pled to the ground. 

His wife, already outside, said, "I'll miss that house. I really 
will." 

"Where will we stay now?" asked Henry. 

"At Grandpa's house," Pa replied. 


Rahsaan Bailey 
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John Kim 
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After 


The man stepped into the hotel lobby, feeling confident, with 
his briefcase at his side. His finely polished shoes made hollow 
clacks as he walked across the great expanse of the room. It was 
well lit; great chandeliers hung from the high ceiling. The lobby 
was spotlessly clean. No one seemed to want to soil its cleanliness, 
for the couches that lined the side walls were empty. The only per- 
son in the room other than the man was the clerk behind the desk. 
The desk was far at the other end of the room, and the man with the 
briefcase found it hard to reach. . 

The man was wearing a long dark suit, and a gray tie which he 
had stopped to straighten before he had entered the lobby. His hair 
was short and black, cut close at the sides. He walked firmly and 
surely, and stared straight ahead. His movements were almost forced, 
mechanical. When he reached the desk, he rested his briefcase on the 
floor and placed his hands at his sides. The businessman image was 
almost perfect. He was well-dressed, handsome, proud. There was 
something about the hole in his jacket, though, which distorted his 
presence. 

. Now it seemed that the clerk suddenly became aware of the man's 
arrival. "Can I help you?" the clerk said from behind the empty desk, 
giving him an eerie smile that revealed a perfect set of teeth. 


"So, who is this guy anyway?" 

"I don't know. Some Mafia type. Bad dude. The cops were pretty 
serious about his body being put in right away." 

"Yeah, well, this is one creepy looking stiff." 

"A lot of them are." The second orderly pulled out an empty 
body drawer. He checked the name on the toe tag and wrote it onto 
the label on the drawer. "Come on, help me get him in." 

The first orderly was staring into space. "Sorry Bill. Just 
thinking," 
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"Yeah, well, you can think later," said Bill. "Help!" 

They lifted the body off the bloodstained metal cart and into 
the drawer. Bill slid it back slowly until he heard the Latah click. 
The small sound echoed throughout the room. 

"C'mon Mike," said Bill. "Let's get out of here. It's been a 
long day." 

"The cart...?" Mike began. 

"Forget it. We'll take care of it tomorrow. It's past five." 

The orderlies took off their white overcoats and hung them up 
next to the door. Bill left and stood out under the darkening sum- 
mer sky, as Mike turned out the light. The morgue went black as he 
left and locked up. He joined Bill and they walked slowly to Mike" S 
car. Neither was thinking about the body at the morgue. 


The dark man stepped into the elevator. "Go to the top," the 
clerk had told him. The dark man turned to the elevator panel, his 
feet moving quietly and smoothly over the carpeted floor. The tex- 


ture of the elevator's floor was much more comforting than the hard, 


cold tile of the lobby. The dark man relaxed. Before him were two 
buttons. The higher button pointed up, the bottom one down. The 

man reached out one slender, deep-toned hand and pushed the "up" 
button. It lit up to an eerie orange. The doors began to whistle 
.shut, and before their inevitable meeting, the man in the dark suit 
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was able to catch one last glimpse of the lanky clerk behind the 
desk. He was facing him and grinning. The eyes did not match the 
rest of the face. They were glassy, and fogged, and almost dead. 
The dark man's stone face curled up into itself and he winced. 
Mild fear struck him as the elevator doors touched. With a small 
click they locked and the dark man began his seemingly unending 
ascent. 


"Job well done, Ludlow," the short fat man said, exhaling vile 
cigar smoke. "I heard how you took care of Bates. Quick and clean. 
I like that. I knew I could count on you." 

"I'm the best." 

"Yeah." The fat man laughed. They were standing on the beach, 
and the wind blew the fat man's loosely worn suit into odd angles 
on his body. The two hired muscles standing on each side of him 
seemed immovable; they certainly would not be aware of a cold ocean 
breeze. ۱ 

They stood in silence. The night air was thick. Ludlow's fea- 
tures were almost as immovable as the fat man's escorts'. They 
stared at each other, battling a silent war to see who would break 
first. Ludlow did. His gaze moved and fixed on the fat man's. 

"Do you have my money?" 

"Yeah." He let out another cloud of cigar smoke. It drifted 
through the moonlight. It was late, almost two, and even the hints 
of dawn were hours away. "Boys. Get the man his money." The fat 
man's eyes never left Ludlow's. One of the flunkies left. The fat 
man's feet sank a few inches into the sand, his stocky body push- 
ing him deeper than most. The other muscle waited as the first 
returned with a dark leather briefcase. No one spoke. All that was 
heard was the small sound of a crashing night surf. Ludlow broke 
the silence. 

"Is it all there?" 

The muscle with the briefcase answered by opening it. His 
movements were quick and fluid. The money was there. Outside, Lud- 
low remained steadfast. Inside, he beamed. This had been one of his 
best jobs, and he had pulled it off well. The muscle closed the 
case with a soft thump. 

"I thank you for your services." The fat man smiled. Any nor- 
mal man would have been made uncomfortable by that grin. Ludlow 
was not someone you would call normal. 

The muscle bent forward and gave Ludlow the case. 

"Thanks." Ludlow's voice was guttural and deep. 

"Any time." 

It happened fast. It had happened before. Ludlow was a quick 
draw. He saw the muscles reach for their guns behind their backs, 
and instantly his hand was in his jacket pocket getting his own. 

He put them away. The one with tbe briefcase went first. His chest 
exploded and his white tank top went deep red. His arm went limp, 
and his gun fell barrel over handle into the soft sand. The other 
took it in the gut. His hand spasmed and he let out two final shots 
before he keeled over and fell face first in the sand, almost syn- 
chronized with his cohort. Ludlow was incredibly swift in his move- 


ments, But he had been clumsy. The fat man already had a gun out. 
Ludlow's stomach burst and his world exploded into darkness. 
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The elevator doors closed. As far as the dark man was 
concerned, there was no turning back. The elevator had le*- 
him in a short, narrow hallway. The floor was covered witz 
plush, red carpeting. The walls were painted a bare, almost 
blinding white. There was only one way to go. Forward. The 
hallway ended at a door. The man began to walk, his briefcase 
hanging at his 'side. It seemed like an eternity, but he finally 
reached the door. The knob was hot to the touch, and the dark 


man jumped. A chill travelled up his spine. He was having second 


thoughts about this whole thing. The man gathered his courage 
together and tried the door again. Warm. He turned the knob and 
entered. He was blinded. It was complete, total, absolute 
whiteness. Not whiteness--but pureness. A form stood in the 
middle of this pureness. It looked human, but somehow the man 
knew it wasn't. It beckoned with a finger and the man slowly 
drew closer. He was overcome with an emotion indescribable. 
Fear, wonder, happiness, embarassment, all woven together. He 
was very aware of the hole in his jacket. He was ashamed. 

"We have a lot to offer." The booming voice surprised and 
overpowered the man. He staggered. "Here, you can do anything. 
This is a place for you." 

The man understood. Somehow, it was completely clear to 
him. He wanted to erter it. He needed to. 

(No. ) 

The being floated in front of him, yet it seemed so distant. 
The being was a shroud. It was as if a translucent fog hung 
over it, hiding its identity. "It is your decision." 

wi want to enter." His voice was meek. The dark man had 
lost his, strong presence. He had become pale and seemed to draw 
away. 

(You cannot.) 

"I want to!" Strength had returned to his voice. 


(No.) 

"Yes!" 

(Not for you.) 
"Not--?" 

(No.) 


He retreated. He backed away from the being, the white, 
everything. The door slammed behind him. He had to get out, get 
away from this twisted place. He ran down the hall. It was 
vibrating and churning, and he thought he saw the walls shrinking. 
Closing in. He had to get away. The elevator opened to him. It 
was a mouth swallowing him. He screamed as he threw himself into 
the elevator. He feverishly pressed the 'down' button. The 
doors closed. He crumpled up into a ball in the corner, drew 
into himself, became a cowering mass. He felt like a useless 
nothing. His eyes burned. He was crying. The tears were hot wax, 
maybe he was melting. It really didn't matter to him. He was 
unaffected by the elevator's initial jolt as it began its 
downward trek. 

(Perhaps you will return.) 


2 


"That's him," said Captain Harold Moore. "That's Ludlow." 
Ludlow's bloated, water-logged body had been lying on the beach 
for about three hours. Two months ago, and eighteen miles 
downshore, Jake Ludlow was killed by a fat man with a putrid cigar. 
His dark suit was now faded and covered with seaweed. His grey 
tie had been lost to the surf. His skin was purple and his eyes 








had set themselves further into his skull. And he smelled of pure 
death. He was found by an eighteen-year-old boy and his girlfriend, 
who was unfortunate enough to trip over the body on a summer 
evening walk along the beach. How romantic. They were still being 
questioned behind the police line. 

"What did he do?" asked Rob Hirsh. He was busily smoking a 
cigarette, trying to get rid of the smell of the corpse. He was 
a rookie cop on homicide and now he was ready to puke. 

"Hit-man," said Moore, "and a damn good one. Worked alone. 
Killed about three dozen people all over the country. Been 
looking for him for five vears. Now we got him." Moore smiled. 
"It looks like he tangled with the wrong people." 

"Who did it?" 

"Who knows? I don't know if I should thank him or bring 
him in." Moore turned. "I'm not going to worry about that now. 
Let's go Hirsh. You and I are gonna' write the file on this baby. 
And this time it's closed." Moore walked along the sand, back 
across the police line. He was drowned in a sea of reporters. 

Hirsh took a last look as the paramedics came to take the 
body away. The bullet hole in the middle of Ludlow's jacket gaped 
up at the moonlit sky. Hirsh walked away, trying to forget. 
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Noah Landow 


His descent seemed too fast. The man knew that the lobby to 
this strange place had passed him a long time ago. He was plum- 
meting through the earth. He was curled up against the wall in 
fear and despair. Suddenly heat began to inch its way through the 
elevator walls. The man made no effort to move. He felt as if he 
was baking. He knew he would hit soon; this elevator was not going 
to stop. The air rushed by, making an incredibly loud whooshing 
noise. It was overpowering. The man in the dark suit tilted his 
head up and screamed. The skin tightened around his face; he was 
a Skull. His heart beat in his chest, and he could hear it, for 
his scream had fallen silent. Now there was only the cry of the 
passing air. He groped for the comfort of his briefcase, but didn't 
find it. He had left it above him, back, back. It seemed so long 
ago. Everything swept by him. He hit. Back at the morgue, Jake 

"Ludlow's body exploded in silent flame. 


Matt Schwartz 





Death of a Conscience 


I ease up behind the tall, lanky boy. My heart and brain are 
conflicting, and, as usual, my brain is the victor. Silently I 
clench my hands together. Then, in a looping motion, I bring my 
arms back and then forward with increasing speed. They pound into 
the boy's back, and he topples over onto the cement. I hadn't in- 
tended to hit him that hard. I really nailed him. An inkling of 
concern rises in my bones, but I know I cannot look at him. I do 
feel sorry for him, though. 

"way to go, Jon." Immediately 1 place my feelings on hold as 
I hear Joe, who I need to be friends with, speak these words. They 
sweeten the sour taste in my mouth. I did what I had to do. Besides, 
the guy's the biggest loser in school. Everyone makes fun of him 
in some way. Everyone, that is, except for Dan. Not coincidentally, 
Dan is the lone onlooker among those in the schoolyard who is not 
laughing at the body now trying to lift itself from the cement. 

Dan is short and thin. Physically, he appears harmless, but 
his clear blue eyes do it. They pierce through my exterior, and he 
can see everything inside me. As he stares at me, his face twists 
into an ominous fury and his muscles tighten. Then, at the most 
inopportune moments, he laughs. It's never a loud, boisterous 
laugh, just a short chuckle, as if he'd suddenly found the irony 
in the situation. Strangely, I can never see it. I've yet to hear 
Dan say more than ten words at a time, or engage in a conversation, 
but still, through that stare and laugh, his message is clear. 

Dan knows something I don't know. I've often wondered why the guys 
and I don't pick on him. I suppose it's because he can convey his 
own strength to everyone, without words. If he ever stood between 
the guys and me, though, I'd have no choice but to make him a 
victim. 

I can see Dan in the back of the crowd now, and sure enough, 
he's staring at me. I smile at the coincidence, but after a few 
minutes of his examination of me, I begin to feel unnerved. What 
is he looking at? I'm careful to keep the smile on my face, but 
I truly wish he'd stop. 

Thankfully, the bell rings, signaling the start of school. I 
saunter into the building, still feeling the pats on my back from 
my peers. I'm not going to listen to my teachers today. I want to 
bask in the sunshine of my latest step toward acceptance. It's 
been a long, arduous climb, and I know I've yet to reach my peak. 
Still, I can celebrate the large step I've taken today. It's not 
that arkoni doesn't سس‎ to me, but after all, I do have prio- 
rities. 

So I just sit back in my glory. I scan the large classroom, 
looking for something, anything, to further me to my goal. I de- 
cide that nothing should intrude on my happiness, because isn't 
happiness what everyone strives to attain? And now that I've 
reached it, I should do whatever's necessary not to “lose this joy. 

At this moment, scanning my classroom, I'm as happy as I've 
ever been. My eyes dance from Steve to Joe to Josh, and I recall 
how, when I first arrived at this school, getting in with them 
seemed impossible. Now I'm just about there. 





My eyes' dance stops suddenly as the tune in my head shifts 
from upbeat to depressing. Dan is now in focus. His eyes are doing 
something to me. An unfamiliar sensation creeps into my body. Why 
won't he stop? Why he unnerves me is irrelevant; the fact is that 
he's attempting, somehow, to destroy my happiness. I have to put 
an end to this today. It's unfortunate, but Dan asked for it. And, 
quite possibly; it will earn me some points with the guys. So it's 
for the best that I "handle" Dan at lunchtime. 

Class drones on. Minutes seem like hours. My mind drifts from 
one area to another, with no deep feelings ever coming through. 
Deep feeling, I've learned, can only bog you down. Finally, the 
bell sounds, and for forty-five minutes, I'm free from captivity. 

I join the guys at a table in.the cafeteria. On the opposite 
side of the room, seated alone, is Dan. I study his face for a 
moment, attempting to read his mind. Impossible, I discover. He 
appears, as always, to be in deep thought. One hand is running 
through his thick blond hair, the other is sitting on the table. 

"Hey guys." The words tumble out of my mouth. "Watch me. It'll 
be great." I stride over to Dan's table and pull up a chair to sit 
with him. The guys stand a few feet behind me. Dan sees all of us, 
but it's as if his facial expression is stone. It doesn't change. 

My expression is smug. "Dan, my man, why don't you ever talk?" 
The guys behind me start to giggle. Dan doesn't move. 

"Dan, can you talk? Why are you such a loser?" Still no reac- 
tion from him. A crowd of people have formed behind me, watching 
Dan and I. They're all laughing. This is exactly what I wanted. 

"Dan, why don't you get some friends, get a real life!" Once 
again, laughter fills my ears. Only this time, it comes from both 
sides. There's laughter at the strange person seated in front of 
me, and there's laughter from the strange person seated in front 
of me. It's that short chuckle. What is he laughing at? It unnerves 
me terribly. Quickly I compose myself, but decide that it has to 
end here. 

"Well, Dan, I'll see you later. I've got to go talk to my 
friends!" Being able to get in a final barb makes me feel better. 
Still, I am shaken. I am bewildered. Dan was just humiliated in 
front of an entire grade, and he shows no sign whatsoever of being 
harmed. Meanwhile, the entire grade is congratulating me, and I 
feel awful. I've got to put this out of my head. There's no reason 
why I should be upset. I did what was necessary, and it's paying 
dividends. Hopefully, it will also inhibit Dan's staring. 

I return to class having shaken the eerie feeling I'd felt. 
Finally, I believe, I'm free from Dan's grasp. The guys are still 
laughing at Dan, who, as usual, takes his seat in silence. His 
head faces straight down; it doesn't turn to me. I feel as if I've 
been saved. I lean back in my seat and chat with Steve while my 
teacher rolls through some boring algebra. 

Then, twenty minutes later, he's at it again. I don't look- 

I don't need to look. I can feel him. A chill runs through my body 
and I begin to sweat. Why has he been staring at me for so long? 
Ever since I pushed that boy. Dan was even staring at me as I was 
humiliating him in the lunchroom. Suddenly the other occurrences 

in which Dan stared at me flash in my mind. There was the time I 
tripped Bill in the middle of his race against Steve. Then there 
was the time when I told my teacher that Bill was cheating on his 
test, although he really hadn't been. Also, when I smashed the cake 
im Phil's face, and blamed it on Robert. It seems as if every time 
I do something immoral- GUILT! For so long, I'd blocked it out. 








In between classes, I walk over to Dan. However, my vocal 
chords sputter and the words drift off my tongue to nowhere. "Dan 
...look, I feel bad about what I...I didn't mean any...I want to 
explain. I didn't mean to be...well, I want to be friends with Joe, 
so...I had to...try to understand that..." This apology definitely 
isn't strong enough; it's clear that I'm not getting my message 
across, so I ask Dan to meet me after school in the back alley so 
we can talk. He nods a silent "yes." As always, his expression re- 
mains the same. 

Joe approaches me. "What'd you say to him this time?" 

I breathe deeply. "I tried to explain why I did what I did to 
him." 

Joe raises his eyebrows. His tone borders on disbelief. "You 
mean you apologized?" 

"Well...not really. I just figured...you know, he's not such 
a bad guy...and I was a little mean...so...you know..." I think I 
sent Joe into shock with those words. He walks away to the rest of 
the guys, so he can tell them what a big loser I am. All I've 
worked for is destroyed. I still want so badly for the guys to 
like me. It's top priority. Now what do I do? 


What has undoubtedly been the longest day of the school year 
finally comes to a close. I walk around the side of the school to 
the back. Dan is standing in the alleyway across from me. I know 
what I have to do. I must get rid of this guilt. 

I scan the area and find only Dan. He is reading some of the 
graffiti on the wall. My heart pounds as a strong wind blows 
through my hair. Here I go. 

I step lightly on the pavement, moving slowly but surely. I 
find myself right behind Dan. His concentration on the graffiti is 
so intense that he doesn't notice me. My muscles tense as I clench 
my hands together. Automatically they draw back and then forward 
as fast as possible. They pound into his back. He smashes into the 
wall with such impact that I have to jerk my head away from the 
terrible scene. The next sound is the horrible, awful thud of his 


head crashing into the cement. "Don't look at him," my mind screams. 


"DON'T LOOK!!" I start running at full speed. I'd done it. I'd de- 
stroyed the evil within me. I'd destroyed my conscience. 

I turn the corner of the school and see the guys heading out 
for some pizza. "Hey guys, wait for me!" Joe turns and waves for 
me to join him. Still running, I wait until I pass the guys before 
halting to a walk. This way, I can feel like the leader. 

My walk is full of life. Everything is as loose as can be. 
Suddenly, I feel a sharp pain in my back. I lose my footing and 
fall down hard onto the ground. Severe currents of pain run 
through my body. 

The guys walk right by me. "Jon, why don't you get some 
friends, you loser!" Steve's voice is a knife, stabbing me in the 
chest. I see Joe, with his hands clenched together, demonstrating 
to the guys the motion by which he hit me. 


Evan Brier 
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Once in a Lifetime 





I wish on a blue ball of fire 

and patiently wait for a reply. 
Noticing it doesn't grant my desire 
I slowly start to die. 

Night after night and day after day 
I sit alone and hope and pray. 
Waiting for my wish to be granted 
all alone in my dark room stranded. 
Then something strikes me 

like a bolt of lightning. 

Something deep down 

that's scary and frightening. 
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Do other people wish on these great balls of fire 
waiting for false hopes and desires? 

Maybe their wishes are just like mine, 

and maybe they do get answered, once in a lifetime. 


Susan Frumkes 
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Funny 


Her husband died six years ago at the annual alumni masquerade 
ball. Her husband got drunk and hit his head on the coffee table. 
Everyone laughed. The alcohol had possessed them also. Everyone was 
almost suffocating with laughter while her husband bled. Only she 
who sat in the corner had become quickly sober. She could not think 
straight; she felt paralyzed. She lifted her mask to hide her tears 
from the others, who rolled with laughter. For hours everyone 
laughed to no end, as she sat with her heart in a vise, staring at 
her dead lover. The laughter felt like the sound of a fingernail 
against a slate. It surrounded and engulfed her. Her only defense 
was to lift her mask and cover her blinded eyes. The vise began to 
tighten. It hurt. She wildly swung her arms around in an attempt to 
move the nightmare in another direction. However, it was to no avail. 
The laughter grew in volume and frequency. The vise grew tighter. 
Her lips, cheekbones, and mask were damp with tears. She wished she 
could ignite the room in a frenzy of furious flames. 

She broke out of her trance and busted through the crowd of 
vultures. She left the party. She never went home... 


She sat on the bench at the 59th street station. It was five 
minutes after 3 p.m. The little "globbies" would come soon. She 
loved watching the little globbies. They'd always rush in at the 
same time each day, except for Saturday and Sunday, scrambling and 
globbing about. "Globglobloblobgloblobgloblah!" They came from the 
schools which were not far from 59th street. Of course, the globbies 
were making real sense. However, all she heard was "Globlobgloblob", 
etc. 

She liked schools. Little globbies were there; they sat at 
desks with pens and books. She used to like teachers and books, 
things which molded the little globbies' minds, until that day- 
that night- those bastards, all vicious bastards! Tears streamed 
down her face, which, once ahodkingiy beautiful, was now creased 
with pain. She lifted her mask, as!she often did when trying to 
forget. She jumped at the rustle and bustle of the little ones. 
"Globlobgloblobglob." 

She loved it. Suddenly she noticed she was close enough to 
hear one of their conversations. "Globlobut did you see the look on 
the kid's face when the chocolate shake splashed on his shirt?" 

"Hah. Hah yeah. Hah. Hah hah!" 

What was so hilarious? What the hell was so goddamn funny? 

The globbies' laughter changed everything. Their normal language, 
which was soft and fluid, became so sharp and piercing that it 
sounded like "tik, tik." Louder and louder, changing even more as 
it increased in volume, it was now a ripping, tearing, screeching 
sound. It tore at her flesh, engulfing her like a bed of spikes. 
Biting like mosquitoes and stinging like wasps. Tearing with car- 
nivorous beaks and talons... 

All at once the train arrived and sucked the little .Scavengers 
inside. At the train's departure, her face was filled with thoughts 
of violence. Her eyes were bloodshot, seething and writhing. Her 
face was inflamed with anger and terror. She wanted to rip their 
throats out, the little bastards! How can people sink so low as to 
get Plasme from another's misfortune? All her life, she never 
understood. She remembered that day when she was twelve years old. 
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She was walking down the path that went from her country house to 
the swimming pool. The kid who lived next door had come over to 
borrow some cheese when she tripped and skinned her knee. The kid 
just rolled over and laughed hysterically while she sobbed over the 
throbbing pain of her injured knee. 

Just then a rat scrambled across the subway platform. She 
hurled her cosmetics bag at it. (Yeah, the rat. Take the fury out 
on the rat.) It squeaked and fell as the bag pinned its long whip- 
like tail to the platform. She ran over and kicked at its head 
furiously, screaming, "Squeak, squeak, like a rat, you bastard!" 

After a couple of kicks, it became pointless to go on since 
its head had flown from its shoulders. She was not angry anymore. 
She entered the stairwell and left the subway station. 

She stood on the corner of 60th street and Central Park West. 
She entered the park and walked across Sheeps' Meadow. She loved 
the park. The trees, the flowers, the- 

"Hey, lady, wanna buy some smoke?" 

She turned around and saw a man with a huge garbage bag filled 
with dime bags of marijuana. She had always hated drugs. They amp- 
lify the natural rottenness of human nature. She was disgusted. 

"No, you putrid bag of filth!" 

"Excuse ;me, you bitch!" 

The short, thick man walked away. The whole park seemed ruined 
now. That bastard ruined it. He reminded her of the kid who had 
laughed at her when she was twelve. She almost hurled a rock at him. 
She almost did. 

She left the park and took a bus to Madison Avenue. She saw a 
bunch of business bastards talking about business and such. How- 
ever, she began to eavesdrop. 

"Remember Williams?" 

"Yeah, sure." 

"What a klutz." 

"Vou know he died six years ago. Hah, Hah!" 

Right now she couldn't care less if they were talking about 
her husband or not. She was up to her ears in anger. Biting tearing 
rage! Vengeance, death! (Squeak, squeak like a rat.) She charged at 
the man like a ball of fire. (Squeak, squeak, squeak like a rat!) 
Across the street, her heart, rushing like a frightened centipede. 
(Squeak like rats you bastar-) 

The truck hit her, shattering her spine. She died instantly. 
Everyone laughed at how she flew upon the impact of the truck. They 
laughed hysterically. 

It wasn't funny. Not at all. 


Sean Gelles 


Crammed 


Molded and shaped 

folded to formation 

manipulated masterfully 

slowly pressed toward perfection 
suddenly thrown 

shattering 

after the impact of the fall 
still bursting from blows 
systematically distributed 

at the whim of the sculptor. 


While forming to the sculptor's needs 
not yet polished or protected 

your journey endless 

never reaching completion 
continuously pounded to create 

the illusion of object desired 
following the form but being 

the same material. 


Maren Duke 


Anger 


Pulsating purple, pumping 
throughout the 
bursting body. 


Yelling, yet 

no noise. 

Tyrant turbulence trapping 

ruling, repeating repulsive reactions. 
Movements masking 

honest turmoil. 

Piercing pupils 

imprisoned pain 

breaking of bondage. 





Door disintegrating ng 
refuge released 

running rampant. 

Soon sleeping. 

Inevitable in 

awhile awakening. 





Maren Duke 











Golan Tevin 











The Annoying Star 


it was cloudy 

I could only see five stars from siters 
I was 

on the hill, in the grass. 

I heard people talking from 

down by the bunk, 

bugs. 

an airplane flew under the clouds 
wearing black. 


In the beginning, I saw only 

one star 

which got annoying 

(It was changing color every time) 
Before I left, the clouds opened up 
to reveal four more. 


Dylan Rosalsky 
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Truck Driver 


He sits at the wheel of a large truck. It is the middle of the 
night. The sign that he passes informs him that he is in a rural 
zone, that the speed limit is now 65. He pushes the acceleration 
to 80. 

At night, it is black and empty on the highway. He can only 
see forward. The only light comes from the moon, stars, and his 
headlights. They shine onto the open road, and light the round 
reflectors that tell you where the cement divider is, and where 
the edge of the road is, so you don't go off the side of a bridge. 

In the two years that he has been driving the truck, he has 
never been in an accident. The thought of one tenses his stomach 
and brings to his mind memories of overturned tractor-trailers on 
the sides of morning roads, memories of when there wasn't enough 
of a body left to pull out of the twisted truck. 

A toll plaza is announced by the appearance of lights that 
line the sides of the road. He slows the truck and grabs a five 
dollar bill from his pocket. He stretches his arm, and looks into 
the face of the person standing in the booth. It is emotionless. 
She takes the money and gives him three dollars and 50 cents 
change. There is little difference between her and the machines 
in the "exact change" lanes. He drives away with the green signal, 
and soon he is beyond the lights. 

On the side of the road, his headlights reveal a sign saying 
that there is a rest stop in two miles. Soon he can see the faint 
neon glow of the gas station and restaurant signs. He gets closer, 
and the signs go up into the darkness. They look like they 
shouldn't be there, on the totally dark road. The turnoff is lit 
by tall lamps, as is the parking lot, which has only a few cars 
in it. He pulls around the back to where the trucks have to go. 
He stops and turns off the motor. The entire truck shudders as 
all movement stops. He climbs out and locks the door. 

Standing, he is six feet tall, skinny, and not very well- 
built, but his hands have the thick callouses that come from the 
wheel of the truck. His hair is brown. It hasn't been cut in half 
a year, so it's starting to get long, but he doesn't mind. The 
bags under his eyes are purple-black, and go down to the carti- 
lage of his nose. He's had eight hours of sleep in two and a half 
days. Even after two years, he still isn't used to it. 

He walks inside the restaurant. You can't really call it 
that though. A11 it is is a line of glass cases with all kinds of 
sandwiches and cakes, a small space for hamburgers, hot dogs, and 
french fries, and then a small coffee and drink machine. On the 
other side of the wall are booths, and in between are a few ta- 
bles. In the front lobby are telephones, bathrooms, and soda 
machines. 

He walks through the lobby to the main room. He takes a 
tray, and slides it along the three metal bars in front of the 
tase. He takes a sandwich, slides down, a piece of apple pie, 
whose first and largest ingredient is sugar, slides down, and 
gets a large coffee. He pays for it at the register. The man be- 
hind it reminds him of the woman at the toll booth, mechanical, 
but then he looks away and back again and he realizes he is 
wrong. The man behind the register is tired, and fed up with 
having on a painted smile while he gives people change. 











The food makes him feel better, and the coffee opens his eyes. 
After the bathroom, he calls the office of the trucking company 
he works for. It's a short conversation. He's told that he will 
have a day to relax until he has to pick up the next job, and he 
gets the address. "Oh, by the way," the manager tells him, "you'll 
be getting paid double what you usually get for this one. I don't 
know why, but that's what it says here on the sheet. Have a safe 
trip, and see you in a few days." He says goodbye, and walks out- 
side. 

Outside it has started to rain very lightly. In the light of 
the lamps, it looks like the mist is in the air, because it just 
stays there, it doesn't fall to the ground. 

He walks back to the truck. He only has 150 miles until he 
gets to New York. The red digital numbers shine 4:30. He should 
be there by morning. He turns on the ignition and drives back out 
onto the road. 

At 5:30, the sun starts to rise, as he is coming into New 
Jersey. The first city he sees in the daylight is Newark. After 
hundreds of miles of country on either side, country that had 
clean air, he sees Newark. It is only just after dawn, and some 
of the smokestacks are already painting the air with their yellow 
smoke. 

On the Jersey turnpike he sees an oil truck in the distance 
swerve and roll over onto the side of the road, exploding. He 
sees the driver fly out of the truck from the explosion, over the 
cement road divider and onto the open road. As he passes the 
smouldering truck he can hear the sirens coming on either side of 
the road. At the sight of this, he shakes. His hands don't stop 
trembling for two hours. ۱ 

He gets to New York at 7:30. He's lucky because he missed the 
rush hour traffic by 15 minutes, He drives through the streets 
until he reaches 34th St. 

He goes around the back of the major department store that 
is Macy's, and stops the truck. He walks into the service entrance, 
clipboard in hand. 

The clerk inside signs for the shipment and gives him a re- 
ceipt. He gets into the truck and pulls away. 


After you drop a shipment, you're exhausted and hungry. You 
have a day until the next one. All you can do is find a hotel, 
eat something, and if you have one, call your spouse, and say 
that you made it through another run. Then you can sleep. 


It is 10:30 by the time he gets to his hotel room. A shower 
takes one and a half days of grime off of him, and at 11:30 a.m. 
he goes to sleep. 

He sleeps until 6:30 that evening. Waking, he is hungry and 
still tired. He dials room service and waits. When the -food comes 
he eats slowly while watching the TV news. It shocks him when 
they show a film clip of the burning oil truck on the Jersey 
turnpike. Then they show a clip of the dead truck driver on a 
stretcher covered in a white sheet. The camera follows it into 
the back of the ambulance as the doors close and it pulls away. 
As the clips are being shown, a voice-over says, "Fortunately no 
other people were killed as the truck exploded on the side of the 
road. There will be tests done on the body for drugs..." He turns 
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the channel to a sitcom rerun on some syndicated station. After 
he is done eating, he realizes just how tired he is. He goes to 
sleep and doesn't wake up till the morning. 


So you wake up feeling good, and eat breakfast, making you 
feel even better. You call your wife, telling her if and when you 
will be home, and about how nice it will be to have a vacation. 
Quickly you check out, not looking back at the things you leave 
behind. You get to the truck and start toward the load you have 
to pick up. 


He has to go to two places for the entire load. They are 
both in Brooklyn. The first stop is a welding supply company, 
and the second is a warehouse for diving equipment. 

He drives through Manhattan and gets to the Brooklyn Bridge. 
As he is going over it, he wonders why he's getting paid double 
for this one. What puzzles him is that it isn't even a big job. 
He just has to take what he's picking up to a factory in New Jer- 
sey. It's not going to take more than three and a half hours to 
get there. 

Brooklyn is nicest in the early morning. Not many people are 
out, and there aren't so many cars yet. It's very peaceful, and 
it feels much cleaner than it usually is. The breezes don't smell 
of anything bad. Then again, he thinks, almost everywhere is 
nicest in.the early morning. 

The building is small for a warehouse. In the back is a 
driveway leading to a wide metal door that can only be opened 
from the inside. Inside the door is where they load flatbeds and 
trailers with tanks of propane and other gases going to many 
places. 

He backs into the driveway, stopping half a foot before the 
door. He gets out of the truck and goes to the front. The recep- 
tionist tells him to go back to the truck and wait for the door 
to open. The door opens very slowly, and in some spots screeches. 
They tell him to back the truck into the door. He hears chem 
attaching the back, and the familiar click when it's in. He turns 
the truck back on and drives out of the door, stopping in the 
driveway. He gets out and sees why he's getting paid double for 
this job. 

Attached to the truck is a flatbed with a gate around it. On 
the back gate are two signs. One says "Combustible Materials." 

Adrenaline shoots through him as images of the exploding oil 
truck flash before his eyes. A shiver runs down and across his 
back, and he feels beads of sweat form on his forehead. 

Although he doesn't want to, although every cell in his body 
screams no, he walks up to the clerk and signs the release form. 
He asks the clerk, "Why do they have to go back to the 

factory?" " 

The clerk says, "There's something wrong with them. I don't 
‘know. Have a good trip!" 

At the diving supplier, six tanks of compressed oxygen that 
"have something wrong with them" are loaded onto the truck. 

e After one last cup of coffee, he gets into the truck. When 
he closes the door, his hands begin to shake. The keys jingle es 
they move toward the ignition. He turns on the truck, and heads 
toward the factory in New Jersey. 





Halfway to the factory, it begins to rain. The rain starts 
light, like mist, hardly enough to make much of a sound as the 
truck moves through it, but very quickly it gets harder. The 
thunder and lightning are brighter and louder than he has ever 
seen, and he begins to get scared again. 

He wonders what could be wrong with the tanks. The only 
thing he can think is that they are leaking, and that a large 
bump could cause them to explode. His thoughts are broken by a 
loud noise. It is the sound of a large hailstone hitting metal. 
The sound is followed by more, and soon he can't hear anything 
but the hail on the roof, and the tanks. The road is fuzzy and 
he slows the truck. 

He is scared, and only one thought flashes through his mind. 
"This is it." It repeats, and drones out the sound of the hail. 

Then, just as it started, the hail stops. The rain is back 
to mist, and the road is real and visible again. 

As he reaches the exit, he realizes that the music from the 
radio is now louder than his own thoughts. 

At the factory he drops off the tanks, and as they get far- 
ther from the truck, his hands stop shaking. 

He asks the man who signs for the tanks, "What was wrong 
with them?" 

The man says in a calm voice, "Some guy in shipment mixed up 
tanks, and sent out empty ones. They were sent back here to be 
filled up, that's all." He smiles and walks back into the factory. 


Mike Hammer 
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"Morning 


The morning rattles 
like a pocket 1 
of weeds. 

I empty myself 

and rearrange 

my flowers. 


The morning grows 
so I can no longer 
hold it in my hands. 
I let go and plant 
it in my garden. 


My garden rises 

so that it is now 

a forest. 

I can feel the shade 
without closing my eyes. 


The morning thickens 

so that I am cold. 

I gather weeds hoping to 
find my beginning. 


Joanna Fuhrman 











C 


rc 


e 


| Tenants 


Her walk is as quiet 

as a river without song. 

He doesn't hear her. 

As she lays down in her bed, 
her hands sink 

into the mattress like stones. 


Downstairs, he is waiting 
for her. Hoping that she 
will drip through 

the cracks in the floor. 
He is memorizing 

his monologue. He knows 

it so well that the words 
fall off his tongue like wishes. 
He will sleep 

well tonight. He dreams of 
winning and losing. 


Upstairs, she cannot sleep. 

Her bed feels like a question mark 
beneath her. 

She wishes for an uninterrupted week. 
A week when she is certain 

that Monday will follow Tuesday. 
She gets out of bed again and walks 
into the kitchen. 

She pours herself a glass of juice 
and finishes the pie i 

she ate for dinner. 


Joanna Fuhrman 
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۱ Under 


Hey fish 
. you look 

like you lost your 
scuba gear. 

Wipe the spray off 
your beautiful face 
and please 

do help yourself 

to my gear; 

I won't be needing it 
for a while. 





From under you can see the roof of the water, 
A flowing ceiling, a broken dome covering it. 
Bubbles jumping on it upside down. 

Reed pipes wailing on the 

inside of your skull. 

I cast my hook over the dying spray, 

And you come in answer to my net. 


I see you here, fish 

You are beneath the spray. 
The water flows in rivulets 
Over your pale white face. 


I dive. 

Oh fish 

you can 

do without 

the scuba gear. 

I didn't know that; 
I was so filled with 
the narcosis of woman 
that I didn't know 

I need it back 

now I am drowning 

I am 

I 


Neil Bernstein 











۱ بک 
Statue E‏ 


I am turning 12 
quietly = 
into a statue. 


A sandstone god 
hung in the courtyard n 
with the pigeons and the fountain. 


I cannot move 
my arms and legs, 
and my mouth is filled x: 


with granite, sharp T 
New Hampshire stone, 
like the dav 


I rubbed the acid T 
‚on the smooth block 
of marble, and cut my hand 


the acid felt like slicing 89 
through a frosted cake, t 
T à falling, queasy into my hands. 
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I am slowly freezing: 
as I start to play cards. — 
Later I burn the deck, 


to keep me from 


تس 
cracking in the‏ 2 
سے bitter cold.‏ 
Neil Bernstein x‏ 
dedicated to Sarah Tuttleton‏ 
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Stained Glass 


From the window of Merlin Beenling's room he could see the 
back of St. Margaret's Nunnery. In the day, it looked the same as 
any other Brooklyn building, grey cement and faded graffiti. How- 
ever, at night they lit the stained glass windows, and from under 
the nunnery's bars Merlin could see bits of red and blue. Blue 
was Merlin's favorite color. It was smooth and quiet and in con- 
trol. Merlin believed that blue was the color underneath all of 
the external pain. 7 ۱ i 

Merlin's girlfriend Katelvn disagreed. Thev had never dis- 
cussed it, but he knew she disagreed. Katelvn felt the world was 
based on noise. Underneath the melodv was a backbone like a drum. 

In a few hours Katelvn would come over. He sat in front of 
his mirror staring at himself like a photograph. He was thinking 
about Katelvn. He wondered if he loved her. They would sit in his 
room and she would tell him how much she loved him. How handsome 
he was and how smart. He would tell her that she was beautiful and 
ask her to stop being silly. He wondered if he was attracted to 
her. Not really, but he had never really been attracted to anyone. 
He figured he loved Katelyn. ۱ 

Merlin's parents were out for the night and he was glad. He 
remembered that when he first started going out with Katelyn his 
parents were nervous about leaving them alone in the apartment. 
Merlin looked at his watch. It was almost seven and Katelyn would 
be there soon. Tonight she would see the windows. 


Merlin looks into the video security system and sees Katelyn's 
fuzzy face. 

"Hi Kate," he says through the intercom, and buzzes her up- 
stairs. 

Katelyn walks into his room. She is wearing her hair ina 
high ponytail so it looks like a horn is growing out of her head. 

"I haven't seen you in so long," she says. 

"It's only been a few days." 

"Yeah, well...I brought you a present," Katelyn says, and 
hands him a package of beef jerky. 

"Eeeew," Merlin squeaks, and Katelyn laughs uncontrollably. 
The two of them have an ongoing joke about beef jerky. Neither of 
them can remember how it started. 

"Remember," Katelyn smiles. "You said you'd show me the 
stained glass today." Katelyn has never looked out of Merlin's 
window at night before. Tonight she is determined not to forget. 
Katelyn sits on the big paisley pillow and Merlin flops down be- 
side her. She looks at one of Merlin's baby pictures on the wall. 
He is with his heavyset grandmother. They are both wearing base- 
ball hats. 

"My sister is fighting with my parents again," Kätelyn says. 
Merlin hates talking about Katelyn's sister. He starts to think 
about the windows, while Katelyn continues talking about her sister. 

"why don't you ever look at me?" Katelyn asks, staring at 
the centers of Merlin's small black wire glasses. 

" "I'm sorry," Merlin says, realizing he wasn't paying atten- 
tion. He makes an extra effort to look Katelyn in the eye. 











"You never look at anyone. Whenever I'm talking to you I 
feel like you're looking for something, someone else." 

"I'm usually just staring out at space." 

"I don't know. It's not really that either. You never tell me 
things. Stupid things. Like what you eat for lunch or who you were 
friends with in first grade." 

"I didn't have any friends in first grade. There's nothing to 
talk about." 

"You must have haa Some," 

"I don't remember. 

"That's not my MM anyway." 

"I understand your point. I just think talking is boring. 
Talking about little things, I mean." 

"No, Merlin. You think all talking is boring. You think I'm 
boring. You don't even care if I know what you're thinking." 

Merlin starts to laugh. He doesn't know why, but all of a 
sudden everything seems funny. 

Katelyn takes her necklace off and starts to play with it. 
She wraps the satin cord around her finger. "I'm sorry I brought 
this up. Maybe I should leave." 

"No, not if you don't want to." 

"I'm feeling sick." Katelyn stuffs her necklace in her pocket 
and slowly stands. "I will probably call you tomorrow." 

As Katelyn walks out, the windows light up. Merlin watches. 
In some ways he's glad Katelyn is gone. Somehow colors are more 
beautiful if you watch them by yourself. 


Joanna Fuhrman 








Beauty 


Beauty is a strange sort of thing 
The word has a curious ring 
Beauty cannot be defined 

Nor can it be clearly outlined. 


Beauty is the rolling blueness of the seas 
It is the lush greenness of the trees 
Beauty is a lonely star-filled night 
Beauty is the grace of a robin's flight. 


Some forms of beauty are sure to astound you 
While others are simple as droplets of dew 
In nature beauty plays a great part 

Beauty comes from the heart! 


Ruth Geller 





Sandra Gluzgold, CIT 











Josh Seelig 
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Actors Studio 


Dear Mom, 


I'm having a great time here at summer camp. I made lots of 
neat projects in the afternoons, but I spend all mv mornings at 
the Actors' Studio. I guess I should tell vou what the Actors' 
Studio is. First, at 9:00 everv morning, I go to a class 
called Acting on Impulse. The teacher's name is Alice and she's 
reallv great. The class is about creating a character bv going 
with the first thing that comes into vour mind. We also do Sound 
and Movements and it's a safe environment to talk about our 
problems. Then, at 10:30, Leigh-Anne arrives and we start our 
second class, called Actors' Process. We work on monolouges and 
' scene studies, dealing with more written text than the first 
class. Eventually, we're going to perform them in front of an 
audience. 

In the ٹوب‎ there are always rehearsals for plays. 
They did six plays at the Actors' Studio this summer. The first 
play was Working in America. It was a series of monologues about 
average people and their jobs. Then was a spoof of black-and-white 
sitcoms,. Fear of Laughing in the Upper East Side. Next were two 
one-act plays about plays: Enter a Queen and Impromptu. Then they 
did Hamlet/Misunderstood, a new and improved version of Hamlet. 
The Magic Scarf, the next play, was about how one scarf affected 
the lives of the people who found it. Finally they're going to 
do The Dark Tower at Festival. You can see it when you come to 
pick me up. 

Uh oh! I'm late for a rehearsal. Write back soon. 


Love, 


Michelle Gittelsohn 
Debby Alterman CIT 





ior Ibai 4 UeTV 


Don't look nowl Hamlet (Suzie Fromer) 
prepares to kill the King (Claudine Kave) 








Fred Yockers began the shop in 1971. The shop had no shop-- 
the shop was a big red box that was wheeled from the Actors' Stud- 
io to the badminton court to the tennis court to wherever the 
clowns could find space to work that day. Fred left one year and 
along came Allen and Elmo (they didn't have last names). They 
were circus clowns and over the Yana the focus of clowning at 
Buck's Rock switched back and forth #etween circus clowning, theatre 
clowning, and prop pecus Al khe counselors.were (and still 
are) professional Owh Mike was the a xt counselor. He 


was followed by P. hum. Barrumedidn't do G M good job of 






publicizing, so no start a circus 
or something, and wag foWYo the first 






time, clowning bec@me’a fü} eA Shap S were built at 
camp to support the (Clown The Weo Ap was built to con- 
struct clown sets. he Sewi - 3) t to máke clown cos- 


tumes. Pub was built to print l ea fov, ams. Life at Buck's Rock 
revolved around the Clown Shdp:— Se Low fà gureġ/ the clowns deserved 


a building instead of Just a bie reg box on wheels, and the clowns 







moved into the old ham radio shop\(sharing i with Video). A friend 
of Tom's came to work with fom. Häs\name was Mark Renfro. He be- 
came known to many as the "King of Sdroung&." He collected other 
people's trash and turned it into/Clown Shop treasure. To this day 


people still remember the legacy bf ORANGE LAME. Under Mark's 
leadership the Clown Shop /thrived, and its prop inventory grew. It 
left for video, and in 1987 
the Clown Shop became The Clown Shop (with Video moving to the old 
Science Lab). In 1987, Aaron Watkins,) the présent counselor, ar- 
rived. Knowing nothing About prop extravaganżas, he shifted the 
focus back to Clown-Theatre (an ar hat was datchin on in the real 
world with the likes of JBill Irwin and Avner the Eccentric appear- 


ing on Broadway). David Miner began to teach Improvisation. Peter 
Bulova began to coach juggling. Erica Babad-White began to teach 
mime. Since Erica was taught clowning by Fred|Yockers oh-so-many- 


years-ago, that brings our little history full|circle. 
BUT WHAT HAS THE CLOWN SHOP BEEN UP TO LATELY??? 


1( We painted a wall and laid a rug. 

2) We set the record straight with our true account of the ROBIN 
HOOD legend. 

3) We tried to rehearse next to the practice shed while listening to 
all sorts of interesting (loud) music. e 

4) We introduced campers to the finer arts of Greek Drama, Grand 
Opera, and Rat Extermination with our second production, CLOWN 
WAREHOUSE. x 

5) We served as advisors (not soldiers, but advisors) to BARNUM! 

6) We taught half the camp how to juggle. 

7) We included no in-jokes in our yearbook article. 


By The Clown Shop 











Dance Studio 


The Dance Studio may be a bit isolated in location in Buck's 
Rock, but when we come out to perform, look out. We open a 
whole world. of life and joy on stage under a canopy of lights. 

Dance is relatively new at Buck's Rock, yet we've really 
made a significant mark on the camp. In our studio we explore 
every kind of dance imaginable. We get to know those floorboards 
really well while we stretch our minds and bodies. There are 
frustrating hours, tiring days and aching joints, but we love 
it! Slowly, things fall into place and we create dances that 
bring us out into the open. 

We explore ourselves, our world and our audience with our 
bodies, spirits, and minds in the Dance Studio. Constant 
motion, whether still or moving, takes us to new places and shows 
us new ideas. When we move from the safe stability, that is when 
we can exult in the dance. 





Alex Beller 
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Loss 


NARRATOR: Listen...listen... 

LSD SOUND OPERATOR: Sound cue 59 go! Go! 

NARRATOR: Well, there it is. The put to bed gong. The activities 
crew scurries down to the theater to put away the equipment. Soon 
they will end their laborious day, by focusing instruments (lights) 
for the next summer theater production. 


GOOD NIGHT!! Sleep well. See you at 9:00 a.m. 


By: LSD crew 


Seth Gitner 





Nick Joseph and Luke Miller at the controls 





Mime 


Many, many moons ago, a sun-child named Erica 
Babad-White first roamed the lands of an earlier Buck's 
Rock. Ail day long she would play in imaginary teepees, 
scale imaginary walls, climb imaginary trees, and play 
with imaginary toys. 


One day she met up with a small bunch of earth 
children who had no toys, nothing to do, and were almost 
hopelessly bored. Almost. For sun-child Erica taught them 
to create toys with their imaginations, to sculpt their 
worlds with hands and bodies guided by their mind's eye, and 
to manipulate the space around them to suit their needs. 


Since that time long ago, she has gathered a new 
bunch of earth children every year to be her students. This 
year we continued to work, incorporating sound into our 
almost tangible imaginary world on occasion, sharing our four- 
walled habitat with all of camp at Informance, Dance Night, 
and the second Clown Show (hopefully to be joined by a festival 
perfomance). 


The earth children of 1988 would like to thank our 
most wise teacher, sun-child Erica Babad-White, for a real 
groovy summer. 


Erika Bubar 
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The Buck's Rock Mime Troupe. Clockwise from top right: 
Aara Kupris, Dora Klein, Mike Hammer, Amara Baum- — 
garten, Erika Bubar, Jennv Drezin, Josh Weinstein. 
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۱ Music Shed 


The MuShed, for the summer of 1988, awoke with a freshness and 
a thirst for discovery. There were returning staff people like Bar- 
num musical director Richard White (otherwise known as "Dr. White"), 
Jazzy Gary, and Donna, the "flautist extraordinaire." The music 
department also had many new faces, such as the fiddlers two, Kurt 
and Gizella, clarinet player Paul (who does a mean impression of 
Igor), John the chill cellist, the piano triumvirate of Lorna, 
Erika, and Kimako, voicebox repairpeople Martha and Bill, and drum 
basher Bob. Heading. this circus was Jonathan Knight, with his beau- 
tiful wobbling assistant Heather. 

Our daily schedule consisted of orchestra in the morning, 
chorus in the àfternoon, and jazz shortly afterwards. Along with 
the large ensembles, there were private lessons with our awesome 
staff. Everyone involved with the music shed worked hard, but it 
was worth it because they had a lot of fun pursuing the purest of 
all art forms: music. 


Kimako X. Trotman 
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Kimako Trotman, Elizabeth Stein and John Lutterman 
sawing away on some Bach. 





Set Construction 


Looking through some older yearbooks, I noticed that there 
was no section devoted to set construction before the 1980s. 
However, there was theatre. Where there is smoke there's fire, 
and likewise, where there is theatre there's set construction. 
In 1979, Robert Alan Harper came to the summer theatre. This year 
he designed the sets for Our Town, The imaginary Invalid, and Barnum. 
Then it was our turn. Bob Harper, Cheri da Costa, Peter Scordato, 
George Nicholas, Simon Firestone, Nick Tyner, and a group of campers 
worked each day. The work was hard, but the reward of looking at 
the final product is great. At set construction you can do many 
things, You can: 
Hammer nails, Saw 
plywood, Paint muslin 
taple flats, Sweep 
the amphitheatre, 
Climb scaffolding, 
Build thrusts, Be on 
a running crew, Use 
power tools, Get into 
early dinner, Fight 
clowns, and much more. 





Zeke Granisberg 











Marc Levitt 





The Summer Theatre 


nce upon a time (that is, the mid-1960's), a traveling 
band of actors and singers had the notion to build perfection. 
Even though they never succeeded, they did come out with the 
Summer Theatre. It was then proclaimed as the home of many 
great dramatic extravaganzas. 


The Theatre was plagued by many afflictions, until a 
knight in shining armor, Sir Robert Alan, and his fair maiden, 
Lady Kate, arrived to save the day. They brought magic and 
wisdom into the Theatre, slaying all evildoers (such as poor 
diction, broken stairs, and spirit gum) that were in their 
path. They guided their squires (ten CITs) and many peasants 
(assorted campers) in three exquisite productions. First, 
they brought us to Grover's Corners, New Hampshire, to see 
OUR TOWN. Next, they led us through the cartoon world of 
THE IMAGINARY INVALID. And lastly, they took us to the 
Greatest Show on Earth, BARNUM. 


With the help of four brave crusaders (Emily, Hannah, 
Nina, and Zoë), the Summer Theatre still stands as a rain- 
tormented monument to those who have fought for a common goal, 
which is to entertain others. And they all live happily ever 


after. (No joke!) The 
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Sean Black CIT 
Debbie Alterman CIT 
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which is Which? David Dreher and Susie Kreitmanin IH M BY VALID 


WBBC 


It started bright and early on a Monday morning at 9 a.m. (ha 
ha). One by one, the staff of seven staggered to our beloved radio 
station. First were the JC's, Andrew Simon and Ajay Khashu, ready 
to kill each other with the famous "hand-butt." Arriving at approxi- 
mately 9:30, the CIT's, Bree, Chris, and Rachel, have bright smiling 
faces and work on their minds (ha ha). The last two members of our 
peachy-keen staff to arrive were Larry P. and the one and only 
Michael Jackson. For obvious reasons, the people doing the 9:00 
show were nowhere to be found. So to the rescue were the hard-work- 
ing CIT's and JC's. With the combination of hard rock, reggae, and 
Top 40, the hour long show was a success. 

Throughout the rest of the morning, all the DJ's arrived 
barely on time. But all were able to pull it off smoothly. In the 
afternoon, the music was blasting, the spit cards were flying, and 
the head butts were butting. The snack gong rang and not a soul 
volunteered, so our handy-dandy Rahsaan Bailey took the job. Before 
we knew it, our hard-working day was over, and so ended another day 
in Paradise. A 


We leave to: 

LARRY: A whole box of tissues for when you cry; an air-conditioning 
factory; a new pair of sneakers. 

MIKE: A guide on "How to wear shorts correctly"; a house full of 
little boys to play catch with; an alarm clock. 

AJAY: A new collection of boxes to replace the ones that Stu Pud 
ripped; "Spit" lessons; a steel cage for home use. 

DREW: A huge "little black book" to keep the names of all your girl- 
friends; stationery so when you find time to write, you don't have 
to do it on record covers; good luck at Cornell. 

CHRIS: A lifetime supply of XXXXL shoes; a Weird Al poster to throw 
darts at; a set of keys to the shop. 

RACHEL: A life-size poster of Emmanuel Stein; a flawless show; a 
happy face. 

BREE: Johnny Depp; tools to return to maintenance; Philsy & Crocket. 








Famous Quotes from WBBC: 


1) "I'm not getting snack!" (everybody) 

2) "Dead air!" (Andrew and Mike) 

3) "Let's have a steel cage match!" (Stu Pud and Ajay) 
4) "Let's play Spit, and you'll get racked." (Ajay) 


5) "Where's my 10,000 Maniacs tape?" (Andrew) 
6) "What's wrong with you?" (Larry) 


7) "This is Ajay, your hard-working JC!" (Ajay) 

8) "Does anyone have a deck of cards?" (Rachel) 

9) "I brought my own home-party with me!" (Larry) 

10). "Not boo hot..." (Chris) 

11) "Stop laughing at me!" (Bree) : 

12) "You look just like your brother." (everybody) 

13) "It's raining, do we have to work?" (Rachel) 

14) "Stop crying, Larry!" (Rahsaan) 

15) "Let's break the door, and have maintenance fix it!" (Bree) 
16) "Get outta here Stu!" (Chris) 


Bree Elstein and Rachel Laschever 
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` History is the ship  . 
carrying living memories ; 
to the future." 





Stephen Spender 


Outdoor Activities 
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“Emmanuel Stein 


Änimal Farm 







Megan Russell 





Robbie Nathans 








Animal Farm 


In the beginning, there was an Animal Farm. The Animal Farm 
was only made up of animals until...the campers arrived!.The cam- 
pers helped to make the farm what it is today. Of course, there 
were counselors also. The counselors directed the campers in 
feeding and mucking. You see, even back then there was a special 
technique to it all. The animals were just as cute as they are 
today. We had campers of all sorts. There were the "Farm Potatoes" 
and the kids who came up but had no idea what they were doing. We 
took the goats for walks to the softball field and let them "poop" 
all over. We figured that at least once a day we shouldn't have to 
pick up the poop. Let them do it! 

Now, in 1988, we have progressed into quite a mature Animal 
Farm (although of course we still act immature at times). We have 
Cheryl and Charlie, who began the summer with 24 animals and only 
.two people to feed them all, twice a day. Then the Animal Farm 
moved up to a new level. The campers started appearing. At first 
it was in twos and threes, and then it started to be fours and 
fives. Not everyone did something, but there were enough people to 
help the counselors. 

Life at the Animal Farm brightened after the first adoption 
meeting of the summer. Now the animals had families to feed and 
love them. (Yes, love comes second in the list because they don't 
love until they're fed!) And boy did they ever eat! It seemed as 
though Cheryl had to go to Agway every other day for more feed. 

Soon after the first meeting, the camp had "Shop Skits" and 
we made an appearance as "The Farmie Family." After that the Ani- 
mal Farm became our second home and soon none of the true "farmies 
were going anywhere else. Then we got a big lecture from Charlie 
and Cheryl about the importance of going to the other shops. So, 
with much regret, we shuffled off to find another shop where the 
people were as close to each other as we were at the Animal Farm. 
Unfortunately, we were unable to find one, so once again we ret- 
urned to the comfort of the black couch. 

We had all types of animals, all with different personalities. 
We had a pony named Fancy. At first she was really wild, but now 
she's the sweetest thing. We had six goats, four of which were 
milking. They were Cammie and Rubin and then Dumbo, Graham Cracker, 
Lisa Purple, and Todd Green. Cammie was the leader because she's a 
Second year camper. Throughout the summer, we knew that the other 
goats were trying to gang up on her. She stayed leader to the end, 
though. 

Next came the four calves: Mr. Moo, Blanca (although he's a 
boy), Baby Lester, and Foster. The calves enjoyed sucking whatever 
and whoever they could! They were all black and white, and they 
were adorable. ۳ 

Then the ducks, Sugar and Spice. They were the cutest couple 
on the farm! The pigs were a close second in the couple category. 
Charles and Elizabeth kept trying to elope, but first they had to 
get out of the pen. They never seemed to give up, and sometimes it 
seemed as if they were outside the pen more than they were inside it. 


n 


Seth M. Gitner 











Horseback Riding 


The barn was built in 1880 and had a large silo along its side. 
The surrounding area was used as a dairy farm with cattle. The silo 
held corn and crushed corn plants for the cattle to feed on. 

The camp had horses from the very beginning, but first the 
inside of the barn had to have stalls built in order to house the 
horses. The riding ring used to be a tomato field, which would 
produce 2 to 3 tons of tomatoes. These were canned and sent to 
orphanages. The riders used to ride on trails all the time until 
the ring was built in 1947. Campers were allowed to compete in the 
Litchfield horse show, and the winners would go to New York City 
and compete at Madison Square Garden. 

Ten years after the founding of the camp, the roof of the 
barn collapsed due to an unusually heavy snow and ice storm. A few 
years later the silo collapsed. In 1985 the front face of the barn 
was completely replaced. 

At the stables, everything you do gives you a sense of satis- 
faction. Apart from learning to ride and improving our riding, we 
also helped with the stable work. One of the most rewarding experi- 
ences was trying to beat Ginny's "Krypton Run" record. That meant 
hauling a barrow of...um...recycled hay to the muckheap as quickly 
as you could! 

We rode three times a week, including going on a trail ride. 
These are lots of fun, as you have to try to stop your horse from 
eating the grass or picking leaves off the trees. The views on the 
trail are very beautiful and you are able to talk to your friends 
while you ride along. 

Other challenging experiences included getting Charlie and 
Starry-Knight not to cut the corners while riding in the ring; 
trying to slow down Laddie, who is very lively; and stopping Fishie 
and Sweet William from wind sucking. All these are experiences only 
to be had at the stables, where sweet memories are made. 
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‚Pioneering Hike 5 


. It was the fifth hike of the year. Only four people went 

on the hike beside Barry and Steve, the counselors. Most of the 
nine mile hike was over flat land, until we got to "Suicide Point," 
which is a cliff where Barry said that people had committed suicide. 
when we first saw the cliff we said, "Do we have to climb that?" 
We had to climb up the cliff through a small eerie cave, then 
up rocks the rest of the way. 

Once we were at the top, we continued hiking until we found 
a road. We were not sure if the hike was over or if it continued 
across the street. I said, "Is this it?" Everybody else said, 
"Let's go back." Barry and Moose (Steve) went to look for the 
continuation of the trail. After a minute or two, they found 
some arrows on the ground that led to the rest of the trail. 
We crossed the street and continued. This area was flat and wet. 
I kept on finding toads. Jason Greenberg caught them and kept 
them in his hand until the middle of the hike. We didn't find 
any salamanders. The toads were cute, but salamanders are neater 
than toads. l 

The new area had a lot of trees and a few streams with log 
bridges going across them so we wouldn't have to jump. Soon we 
turned around and headed back to the van. When we got to Suicide 
Point again, Moose went down before the rest of us to take a 
picture of us on the ledge at the top of the cliff. (The pictures 
didn't come out. I was upset.) 

We continued back to the van, got in and drove to Bull's 
Bridge. At Bull's Bridge we ate lunch. Lunch was good; they 
had applejuice! We played around in the rocky river area under- 
neath the bridge. Jason and I went down there to catch fish in 
the river, and crayfish in the holes and puddles in the rocks. 
As usual, we went to Carvel and Dunkin Donuts. Pioneers need 
a good snack after a hike like that. Finally, back to camp. 


Adam Rudginsky . 








Tennis 


Tennis, a game for everyone, was invented in England in 
the 1800's by Sir william Court. In the game's early history 
wooden rackets, shaped like oblong lollipops, were used to 
swat little, yellow, fuzzy spheres. These spheres flew over a 
net which hung loosely from posts, so that the bottom touched 
the floor. Later, to make the game more interesting, lines 
were placed on the floor in order to set boudaries. The rackets 
also changed. They evolved from primitive wooden sticks to the 
present, high-tech pieces of equipment. They are now strung with 
anything from gut to synthetics, as opposed to horse hair, in 
the earlier years. Tennis can be played with two to four people 
and is one of the most popular sports in America. 

Tennis is the only sport at camp for which instruction is 
given daily. This year the program was exceptional due to 
enthusiasm shown by many campers and CIT's. Tennis was 
extremely busy despite the heat wave, which forced the instruction 
to stop on some afternoons. We thank all who participated in 
Tennis this year for making it great. 






David Mahl CIT 
Samantha Licht CIT 





The Waterhole 


Good morning! It's 9:15, time to meet Simon at the porch. Oh 
no, Simon is 15 seconds late again! Well, anyway, we all head down 
to the water hole, and now we arrive at the sandy shores of the 
swim area. We dive in ("we" meaning Melissa- that's me- Sue, a tag- 
alonc of Sue's, and a few people for lessons). 

Three of us start our laps, and Tracy, one of the counselors, 
gets in, slowly, with one of the people down for a lesson. 

It's now 11:00, and we start heading back to civilization. 

It's 11:30, and Jessica, Donna, and I head to early lunch so 
that we can make it to our 12:30 lifesaving lesson. We get another 
ride down with Simon and a load of people coming down for Rec Swim. 
We get there, and have our lesson, while people are arriving from 
the path through the woods. 

From 12:30 to 5:00 we have the long-lasting rec swim, and 
then at 5:00 everyone piles into the last bus. Bob, Tracy, and 
Peta jump into their van, and we all head home. 

It's been another hot and enjoyable day at the Buck's Rock 
water hole. 


Melissa Hyner 
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Two U.F.O.'s invade the waterhole 
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“The hardest 
work is {| 
being idle." ' 
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Camp Song 


Buck's Rock has much to do: 
Clowning , Acting, Bargello too. 


Every morning when the work gong dongs 
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Hear them at the practice shed rehearsing a song. 
Some go to shops, and others to sports- 
‚Volleyball, baseball...sports of all sorts. 
4 Campers come back year after year 
Still full of enthusiasm and cheer. 
Now with camp so close to an end, 
I say goodbye to all my camp friends 


with my farewell gong song: 


gong... 
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Karen Goldstein 
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The Package Slip 


I got a package slip! Immediately, thirteen people I've 
never seen before crowd around me shouting, "Get the package! 
Can I have some of the candy? Can I read the comic books!" 
Such friendly people at this camp. 

So now I walk to the office and wait in line. When it's 
finally my turn, I hand the package slip to the woman at the 
desk. She hands me my package and I begin to walk away. 

Then I realize the woman gave me the wrong package! So I 
charge back to the office and return the package. I finally. 
get my own package. It's a huge box. Then those thirteen 
friends of mine return to see what I got. As we're walking 
through the lawn, a boy grabs the package out of my hands, 
throws it on the ground and tears it open. More shouts of, 
"Can I have the candy? Can I read the comic books?" 

. I reach into the box and pull out - underwear? The boys 
look at me in disgust. "But wait!" I shout "There's more!" 
My thirteen friends come running back. I turn the box upside 


down only to find more underwear. Where did all my friends go? 


I should have kept the other package. 


(excerpt from A Day in the Life) 


Nate Schierman 
David Itzkoff 
Richard Budd 


PACKAGE AT THE OFFICE 





Please pickup your package 
between 1:00 - 2:00. 


You must pick up your own l 4 
package. 
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Choices 


We all know that one of the best things about Buck's Rock is the 
choices. There are so many of them and you are free to pick whatever 
you like. That's my problem. I never know what to choose. The minute 
I go into the shop I finally have chosen, I think of another dozen 
shops I want to go to. I spend all day running from shop to shop, 
spending just enough time at each one to start something. By the end 
of the day, I have about five new things started, but nothing com- 
pleted. Right now I have 35 unfinished batiks, and I'm not going back 
for fear that I'll start another instead of finishing the first 35. 

I would also love to go to jewelry and make a ring, but I already 
have four earrings and 15 bracelets, all unfinished of course. And 
my favorite shop is ceramics. Right now I have five jars, three bro- 
ken plates, and four pots. Not a single one has been fired yet. 

Yesterday I found something I really liked. It was yoga. However, 
I had to leave in the middle to go feed my pigs, my goat, and my 
duck. I never got to feed the duck, actually, because I remembered 
that I had a fencing lesson in five minutes. I still have to finish 
the leather coat I'm making, and of course I must complete that life- 
size sculpture of my roommate Amy. But at least I finished this story 
for the yearbook! 


Marion Oberle 











Changing Impressions 


The door to my room closed with a resounding squeak. "Well, 
Lauren, once your bunkmates arrive and get settled in, I'm sure the 
room will look friendlier," said my optimistic father, who always 
tries to make things seem better than they really are. My mother 
looked around disdainfully at the room. "Daddy is right, Lauren, 
which is more of a reason why we should start unpacking you." 

The room in which I was to reside for the next eight weeks was 
very ugly. The walls were gray, and tacky windowshades covered the 
windows. I pushed one of the curtains aside and peered out the win- 
dow. The view was nothing special, just more bunks. The floor of my 
room was: littered with dust. It wasn't only the looks of the room 
which perturbed me, but the fact that it lacked the laughter and 
pleasantness of other people's company. 

I sat down on the nearest gray, slimy bed and thought, 56 days 
left. "Don't just sit there, Lauren, help me unpack you!" said my 
mother, who:was struggling to open one of my gray-green duffle bags. 


"Uck! This place is a mess!" said my counselor, as she entered 
my room. I quickly surmised the situation and she was right: the 
room was a pigsty. Bright, colorful clothes hung out of the shelves. 
Closets overflowed with coats askew on hangers. Unmade beds were 
dressed with bright, vivid sheets and comforters. Pictures of River 
Phoenix and letters from home covered the walls. Sneakers and crum- 
pled articles of clothing were scattered on the floor. 

"I don't know," I thought out loud. "I think it's kind of a 
comfy mess." 


Lauren Altucher Re 





Wake Up Through a Camper's Eyes 


A loud clanging noise woke me from a sweet slumber. Visions of 
me in my own room, reading and listening to music in bed, reluc- 
tantly dissolved as I looked up and saw my bunk: my shelf, my clock, 
and my fan. Although I knew that I was supposed to get up, I lay 
down again and went back to sleep. 

Five minutes later I heard, "Lisa get up...Jen get up." I 
rolled over and moaned. When I turned back I saw Lisa's feet hang- 
ing over the edge of my bed. 

A blurred vision of my counselor soon appeared at my bedside. 
When my ears woke up, I heard her droning voice telling me to 
"start moving." If my hands had been awake, I know I would have 
stuffed my pillow down her throat. When I regained partial use of 
my mouth, I said in a slightly slurred voice, "I'm waiting for Lisa 
to move so that she doesn't step on my head." At that Lisa jumped 
out of bed. My counselor gave me a look as if to say, "Now it's 
your turn", and left. 

Finally I managed to pull myself out of bed. I lugged myself 
to the bathroom. As I pushed open the door a stale smell reached 
my nostrils and made me want to choke. When I saw the muddy floor, 
I wanted to leave, but I walked in anyway. 

After washing up I felt slightly rejuvenated, at least enough 
to have the strength to leave the bathroom and get dressed. 

I am always glad when the waking up part of the morning is 
over, but I know that in 24 hours I will have to go through the 
whole thing again. Well, c'est la vie. 


Sally Neff 
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A Special Place 


When the everyday pressures of sleepaway camp become too much 
for me, I need a place to go where I can feel at home. I know that 
at this place there are no feelings of inequality or competitive- 
ness. But there are so many places to go. I could sit with fellow 
writers at the Pub Shop. I could draw and listen to music at the Art 
Studio. There is also the well-known porch, where I can sit and talk 
to my friends. The fact that there are so many places to go may be 


confusing, but I know that wherever I choose to go, I will feel at 
home. 


Kiva Sherr 


I have a place to go when I want to write, or read, or just be alone. 


There is a tree there, just perfect for leaning against, with a 
little nook to put things in. At home I have my own room so 
sometimes while I am at Buck's Rock I just can't deal with three 
roommates, even though they're all very nice. Every once in a 
while, I need to be able to talk to myself without anyone hearing, 
and when I read I hum, which drives them crazy. The lawn in front 
of the dining room is nice, but everyone can see you there and come 
over to talk. It's nicer to have a place that no one knows about. 
I sometimes wonder if other kids, from years ago, sat in my spot, 
reading and writing and thinking the same things I do. It's quite 


a nice place really, but don't ask me where it is, because I'll 
never tell. 


Dvora Klein 
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The Gong 


"That's it? That's the gong?" 
We stood, confused, in front of the rusty metal ring, trying to 


size up its worth like a piece of jewelry that is both expensive and 
worthless. 


It is rough and simple, the kind of structure that survives 
summer thunderstorms while power lines fall down. 

The scent of spaghetti sauce and wooden chairs wafted through 
the screen in the lunchroom into the humid air. It would touch the 
gong every day. Three campers behind me chattered to their friends 
and parents who must have seemed more loyal, now living far away. 

"I can hear you just fine, yes, Mom, everything's fine..." 

Turning back around, a muscular CIT slammed on the circle with 
a sledgehammer; the noise stung like sour lemons and my eyes 
squinted in shock. 

It reminds me of Tao, paradoxes and strength, Spirituality and 
jazz music. 

It has one purpose, it is simple. d 

My mind is cluttered. I have not yet found a shape. 

I admire this simplicity. 





Whitney Lawson 











` Girls Annex Cabins 


Car You Imagine... 


Whitney in a prom dress 

Erin not wearing fluorescent green 
Bliss without a knee brace or crutches 
Erika with a clean shirt 

Michele not being attacked by leeches 
Jenny L. being attacked by leeches 
Lauren with straight hair 

Amanda without safety pins 

Rachel actually waking up at the 7:30 gong 
April I. wearing pink lipstick 
Lisa hating Squeeze or Sal 

Sue at 5 feet tall 

Suzie not being in a play 

Meg liking Top 40 music 

Hallie not getting mail 

Stephanie wearing black lipstick 

: Becky not going out with someone 
Debbie being fat or eating meat 
Ilana with red hair 

Jennie H. without freckles 

April L. not wearing makeup 
Jessica K. without her sax 

Ari shaving her head 

Jenn G. climbing trees 

Claudine not yelling in the shower 
Jennifer P. liking camp 

Cassidy showing her knees 

Abigail without frizzy hair 

Maren with a crew cut 

Amy not smiling 
Meredith not in the canteen 

Anna not eating your food 

Kiva raiding Boys Annex 


Our Counselors: y 
Jane wearing clam-digger shorts 
Martha yelling 

Kirstie without yarn 

Kara being mean on O.D. 

Cara running through camp naked 
Debbie without ink smudges 

Alex not smelling of fixer 

Shirley wearing polkadots and plaid 


by Amanda Saslow 
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Boys House Upstairs 


Living in BHU (Boys' House Upstairs) is quite an experience. 
Let me tell you abourc a day of life in BHU. 


The day begins at around 7:25 in the morning, when Peter 
O'Leary, one of the two house counselors, blasts.his "box" at 
maximum volume. Believe me, it's not what you call pleasant. 

If that doesn't work, he will come in.personally to wake you up. 
You finally manage to drag yourself out of bed, brush your teeth, 
and get dressed. Meanwhile, your head is still throbbing from the 
beat of Peter's rhythmic music. Next on the list of things to do 
is "tidy" your room, and believe me, it isn't one of the easiest. 
tasks in the world, especially when you have Steve, (the other 
house counselor) and Peter as overseers. 


Flash-forward to 10:35 at night when Peter's shouts of, 
"Bed...NOW!" or "Either get your buttocks in bed or no shops to- 
morrow!" are counterpointed by shouts of, "Shut up!" from the 
campers. Any stray campers that don't manage to get into bed on 
time are grabbed by counselors, thrown over their shoulders, and 
hauled to their beds. ۱ 


At 7:25 the next morning, the whole thing starts over again. 


By Dan Stern and Doyle Rockwell 


Notable Quotables from Boys' House Upstairs 


Peter O: "Right, is this cubby yourn?" 

Steve A: "Whutsup?" 

Eric M: ۳ 

Doyle R: "Hey, Duude!!!" 

*Daniel C: "DOOONN'T!!1!" 

*Rennie J: "C'mon, you guuuys." 

Hitoshi H: "Mmm-hmmm." 

Noboru K: "Hey, guys." 

Adam 5: "Yeahh, CLOWN SHOP!!!" 

Andrew B: "No, you're WRONG!!" 

Ari D: "WHAAAT?!" 

Ed F: "Danny, don't be last in bed tonight." 

Sandro W: "Get to bed, everybody." 

Peter O: "Bed, NOW!" 

*David O; "Leeeeeeave!!!" 

*Matt: "He hit me over the head with a chair fer no reeason!!" 
Dan S: "Need more film." 2 


*--read in a whining tone of voice 


By Dan Stern 
= 








CIT's 1988 


Nervously, in twos and threes, we rode the elevator up to the 
penthouse, knowing that this was the group of people with whom 
we'd be spending our summer. This group of strangers would eventu- 
ally be united and known to all future Buck's Rockers as the CITs 
of 1988. 

Lou spoke to us. We listened politely, if not attentively, 
before we began to clap as a signal for him to stop. The meeting 
ended, and two weeks later we were together again, not in a posh 
NYC penthouse but on a tennis court in rural Connecticut, eating 
Carvel and watching icicles form on each other's eyelashes. We sat 
in a circle, or tried to, and introduced ourselves. 

Several days later, we had our first CIT activity. It was an 
exercise in cooperation, communication, and stupidity. We had to 
line up in size order (while standing on a hill) and fit all 65 of 
us, plus six counselors, onto the Clown Shop porch. Needless to say, 
it brought us all closer together. 

The CIT trip this year was a day of tubing. We arrived at the 
tubing area and picked up green tubes and blue life jackets (except 
for Craig Perlmutter, who took a red life jacket). We traveled 
(slowly) down the river, trying desperately to remember if the 
guide had said to go to the right side of the rapids or the left. 
The day went by faster than we would have liked, but everyone 
brought back sore rear ends and red arms to remind us of the trip. 

Bastille Day '88: We went through a lot of tension to plan it 
all, but it worked out in the end. Some of us slept in our sleeping 
bags, some of us didn't, and we all believed in love. We wore togas 
to dinner, danced on the porch at breakfast, and did the Hokey 
Pokey on the lawn. At least some of us did. 

The second trip took us to Boston. We met on the porch on 
August lst at 6:40 a.m., barely awake, schlepping laundry and lug- 
gage. We ate cinnamon rolls, coffee and Dramamine. We loaded the 
luggage, found our seats, and met Ruth and Mario, the driver and 
tour guide. And then we slept. We stopped at Burger King and ate. 
And then we slept. We ate lobster and fudge at Rockport, then boar- 
ded the bus for Wingearcheek Beach. And then we slept. 

At the beach, some of us sunned ourselves, some swam, some 
played on the rocks. We all played whiffleball, and slept soundly 
all the way to the hotel. After a quick swim, we showered and got 
dressed to the nines for an elegant dinner in the Suisse House 
restaurant, overlooking the attractive All-Nite bowling alley. The 
blue plastic salad bowls made us feel right at home. 

After yet more shopping, we brought Buck's Rock policy to 
Massachusetts. The CITs were given a choice of movies, and after- 
wards the option of bed or bowling. We discovered some Olympic 
caliber bowlers in our midst, as well as some pro shoppers! 

About 18 million inter-room phone calls later, Ed and Aaron 
called lights out. We were rudely awakened several hóurs later and 
dragged from our beds back to the Suisse House for breakfast. 

The Harvard and B.U. tours were OK, but the shopping rocked. 
We went to Quincy Market, food and shopping mecca of Boston. We 
made the most of our last few hours, shopped till we dropped, and 
ate the last of our money away. And then we slept. 





with two weeks left of camp, we still have events coming up, 
such as the CIT Arts Show and the Muppet Show. We've made some 
really close friends these past six weeks, and accumulated many 
memories. However, we still have until Festival to add to both 
these collections. All the way from a penthouse in Manhattan to a 
bunch of Muppets at the CIT Talent Show, we were, are, and always 
will be the CITs of 1988. 


Edye Saltarelli and Joanna Fuhrman 


IN 20 YEARS... 


Debby Alterman-Redhead. 

Michael Andreae-Drag queen 

Sarah Attridge-Oprah Winfrey guest 

Liza Bacigalupo-Brooklyn bowling champ 

Amir. Bakal-Mercenary 

Amara Baumgarten-Psychologist for neurotic psychotics 
Alexandra Beller-The next Twyla Tharp 

Sean Black-Superman 

Jessica Brickman-Owner of a store that sells dogs and birds 
Erika Bubar-The next Joan Baez 

Amy Budd-Director of Summer Theatre 

Matthew Daniels-Secretary to Jessica Halem 

Josh Danzig-Photographer for Playboy 

Chris DeLuca-God 

Chris Dicke-8'4" and still growing 

David Dreher-Nightclub bouncer 

Bree Elstein-Disk jockey 

Anna Fader-Coordinated farmer 

Rebecca Freedman-Edye's personal hair dyer 

Lauren Freiman-Healthy and unharmed 

Suzie Fromer-Director on Broadway 

Joanna Fuhrman-Maker of stained glass windows 

Jenny Geller-Sculptor at Hirschhorn 

Danny Glicker-Used car salesman in a polyester suit 
Sandy Gluzgold-Yuppie 

Nick Gustin-Undertaker 

Shana Hack-Storyteller 

Jessica Halem-Next Gloria Steinem/Dr. Ruth 

Leigh Hanna-Fat 

Rachel Kallen-Famous fudge taster 

Ranee Kamens-Fashion designer who is partners with Betsey Johnson 
Ben Lapidus-Owner of a Chinese restaurant 

Rachel Laschever-Mother E 
John Lazar-Polo model 

Charlie Ledley-Fred 

Nennie Leslie-A blonde 

Golan Levin-Author of "Understanding Sarcasm" 

Abby Levine-First Deadhead in space 

Larry Levine-Mr. Wizard 





Michelle Levine-Manager of a Benetton store 

Samantha Licht-The next Chris Evert 2 iu 
Sarah Lvons-Sultrv torch singer 

David Mahl-Manager of Baltimore Orioles 

Jessica Marcus-First female pitcher for the Mets 
Jocelvn Miller-President of the American Cancer Societv 
Luke Miller-Owner of Radio Shack -— 
Craig Perlmutter-On that pyramid, with those women & those pickles 
Jenna Perlstein-Sensuous = 
Sarah Pliner-Hired mourner 

Stuart Pudell-Recognized 

Lisa Rockefeller-Married to Leo 

Edye Saltarelli-Suburban housewife with kids 
Kathy Sillman-Nun = 
Bobby Silverman-CIT counselor 

Vikki Sloviter-Tour guide for American Vacation Tours 
Jessica Stander-Still twirling her hair 

Michael Stoff-Knight in shining armor 

Charles Swartz-Suave lounge lizard — 
Kimako Trotman-Prima ballerina 

Nick Tyner-Vegetarian in the Peace Corps 
Kimi Weart-SoHo gallery owner 

Josh Weinstein-The Dread Pirate Roberts 
Caroline Werner-Schoolteacher S 
Jason Wild-Manufacturer of Harvard shirts 








The Pub Lion 


The lion sprang like dripping honey. When he felt the raw 
earth fresh and compact beneath his paws, he swished his tail and 
stalked back into the leaves. He curled under a tree, waiting for 
a noise to rouse him from his reflective sleep. He rested and let 
the scratchy leaves cover him. 

It was only then I realized that he was a stone lion. 


Neil Bernstein 














Jenna Perlstein 





Jenna Perlstein 


Jenna 


Jenna Peristein 
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Dining Hall 


Buck's Rock's dining hall is unique in many ways. This 
year, the CITs' jobs were most exhausting. From the plastic 
gloves we couldn't get on, to the discriminating campers who 
carefully selected each piece of food, we had our hands full. 


The kitchen staff was a laugh, too. Their uniforms and 
jokes made it all bearable. For that we thank then. 


We will never forget waiting on line and trying to sneak 
in early. Those who passed Roberta, Jeff, or Joey were few and 
very lucky. Good job, guys! 

As the '88 season closes, we feel saddened to be departing 
from the creative dining at Buck's Rock camp. We will always 
remember the laughs, the "hot stuff," and "Big Al!!!" 

We love you tons! 


Love, 


Jennifer Geller, 
Bree Elstien, & 
Ranee Kamens 

















Ed burns rubber 





"Who you lookin' at, buster?" 





Buck's Rockers victorious! 


i 








The New Milford Eight 


It's Julv 30, 1988, 6:30 in the morning. Ed walks in with a look 
of despair. The haze outside is as thick as pea soup. Not exactiv 
the perfect racing conditions. 

A cold shower, glass of orange juice, and we're ready to leave. 

Before the race we walk around aimlessiv looking at.the other 
runners in fear. It's going to be a long dav. 

Michael begins the race with Nick Tvner and Matt Daniels, while 
Josh starts with his brother, David, and Dannv Simon. 

The first mile we set a pace for what seems to be a marathon. 

The sun is immediatelv scorching on our backs. There's the one 
mile mark; piece of cake. l 

Here comes the first water stop--half in your mouth and the 
rest on your head. The heat and humidity are showing no mercy as 
we reach mile two, already in a sweat. Two down, six to go. The 
easy part is over, now it's time to buckle down. Michael now 
runs by himself for the most part and Josh stays with his brother 
and moves ahead to run with Simon Duckmanten. Michael and Richard 
run for a while and then go their separate ways. We hit some hills 
just as we reach mile three. Boy, are they steep! Conquering the 
top of the hill, we find more water. Mile four is in sight. We've 
just run the loop--so how come it's so hard today? 

We're halfway done now as the sweat really starts to drench 
our shirts. 

Our legs start to ache as we reach mile five. Everyone is in 
their own pace. Boy, I have to stop now. Maybe I should walk. No! 
Wait! There's Buck's Rock over the hill. Everyone is cheering and 
waving. I have to speed up to look good. Thanks guys, that really 
helped a lot. Mile six is at the bottom of the hill. We're three- 
quarters done. It would be so easy to quit, but something tells us 
to keep on going. 


Oh no! There it is. Cardiac Hill- almost one mile of what 
feels like a seventy degree climb. My legs ache and my heart 
pounds. We definitely walk this. What a hill to sled on. 

We turn the corner and think it's over, but it just keeps 
going. This hill must lead straight to heaven. After this race, 
we deserve it. 

Now we start to jog, and reach the end of the hill. We're on 
mile seven and it's straight downhill. Here's the Canterbury 
School on either side of us. The decline starts rapidly. The 
finish line is in sight; I can see the crowds. 

At the stop sign we start to sprint. God- I think I'm gonna 
throw up! There it is, just thirty more feet, twenty, ten, we've 
done it! Andy Paris is in first out of 27 Buck's Rockers with 56 
minutes. Josh comes across with one hour, nine minutes, two sec- 
onds behind Simon and ahead of David. Next is Matt with one hour, 
thirty minutes, and Nick with one hour, thirty-seven minutes. We 
can see Ed cross the finish line with a time of one hour, forty- 
two minutes- not bad, big guy. “ 

It's over, eight miles of running hell. The way I'm feeling, 
no, I don't think I'll ever run again in this lifetime. But maybe 
I should start training soon for next year. 


Michael Stoff 
Josh Danzig 








Accident or Incident? 


I was sitting around in the bunk with a few of my friends, 
reading comic books, when we got into an argument over the word 
"infinitive." One of my friends was sure that I was an "infinitive 
idiot." I futilely tried to explain to him that this phrase had no 
meaning. He refused to listen, and I was so annoyed, I walked into 
the hall. For no particular reason, I placed my hand on a nearby 
window. 

I'm not really sure how the window broke. I just put my hand 
on it. One second the. window was there, the next second it had 
shattered. I was a bit surprised at first, and the only thing on 
my mind was, "Oh great. I suppose I'll have to pay for it." 

My next instinct was to tell a counselor. I began to walk 
down the hall, when I noticed a small line of blood on my shirt. 
This was not a good sign. I looked at my left arm, and noticed the 
largest gash I had ever seen. I started groaning in pain. One of 
my friends ran to get a counselor, as a large group of kids 
swarmed around me. 

I was quickly taken to the Dispensary. As I walked from the 
Boys' House to the Dispensary, many campers watched in horror as 
I left a trail of blood behind me. My cut was wrapped up in what 
seemed like a thousand feet of gauze and surgical tape. By then, 
the cut had stopped bleeding. As preparations were being made for 
me to go to the E.R. (emergency room), the nurse told me that I 
was lucky I hadn't hit an artery, or I would have bled to death 
before I reached the Dispensary. 

After having my cut "dressed", I was escorted to the office. 
My medical records were put in a folder. Then one of my house 
counselors took me, in an air-conditioned car, to the New Milford 
Hospital. 

One of the nurses took the folder and asked my name. 

"David," I replied. "Will you be using general anesthesia?" 

"Sorry," laughed the nurse, "but we don't use general for 
small operations like these." 

I was laid out on a small, yet comfortable, bed. My dressing 
(along with a small part of my arm) was cut open with surgical 
Scissors. "Nice cut," said the nurse. 


"I do my best," I said. I wasn't really in the mood for joking. 


After a short talk with me about needles, the nurse went to 
get an antiseptic to clean out my cut. While she was gone, I had 
a conversation with an ambulance driver about the hospital scene 
in the movie Big Business, and about the dentist from Little Shop 
of Horrors who used laughing gas on himself, rather than on his 
patients. 

The nurse finally returned with the antiseptic, which she 
applied to my cut. It burned like the devil, but I managed to live. 
I was then brought to another room via the bed, which was 

actually detachable from the wall. I then met my doctor, whom 
everyone called "Hank." I just called him Doctor. He explained 
wha® he was going to do. He then, using an incredibly long needle, 
injected Novacaine into my arm, around the cut, so I wouldn't feel 
anything when they put in the stitches. 





As I watched him put in the stitches, I started talking to 
him about my hernia operation. We discussed the differences be- 
tween general and local anesthesia, and also about dissolving and 
removable stitches. He said that if they used general anesthesia, 
I would wake up quite dizzy, as well as in immense pain. I wished 
they had used local anesthesia on my hernia. 

After less than one hour, the whole ordeal was over. A dres- 
sing was put around my arm, and I was given instructions to change 
the dressing every 24 hours. My house counselor took me back to 
camp in the air-conditioned car. He was kind enough to inform me 
on this trip that he was a student driver. 

"Oh great," I mumbled. "All I need is another accident." 

When I returned to camp I got a lot of attention, as well as 
a free phone call to my parents, who hadn't even been notified. 
They were upset at first, but happy to know that I made it through 
alright. 

I'll be going to get my four stitches removed in a few days. 
I can hardly wait for the coming experience. 


David Itzkoff j 
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„Or is it just yearbook time... 
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“She rammed a little hole in the sand | 
and covered it up, by way of burying in 
the perfection of the moment. 
It was like a drop of silver 
in which one dipped and illumined f 
the darkness of the past. E 
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Editor-in-Chief 


When they first decided on the name Carousel for the yearbook, I 
was disappointed. I thought the name was cutesy and unoriginal. I 
had a lot of bad associations with carousels. It bothered me that 
there are fake horses instead of real ones, that you don't go 
anywhere, and that the ups and downs are all planned, and therefore 
lack spontaneity. I had similar feelings about this summer. This is 
my third summer and I changed a lot over the year. The idea of being 
in a sheltered environment scared me. 

However, I have been thinking. Maybe it doesn't matter if the 
horses aren't real. In Mary Poppins, the horses were able to jump 
off the carousel. Maybe, if you don't let your imagination die, you 
can be the person who controls the horse. The scenes become new 
with each revolution. You begin to realize that there are other 
people on the ride. Every time you travel in a circle, you discover 
something new. 


"Making Beasts" 
by 
Gregory Orr 


When I was about ten 

I glued together an old 
white turtle shell, 

a woodchuck's skull, 

and a red squirrel's tail 
to make my first 

mythical beast. 

What has been created 

is never lost. It crawls 
up through my thoughts now 
on feet I never gave it. 


Thank you for all of your help, 


a‏ ےکچ سح 


Joanna Fuhrman 
Editor-in-Chief 





Production Editor 


As I sit on the L.S.D. benches, I can hear the presses running. 
I can see the bright lights of the platemaker, and I can smell the 
wet ink. All of these images draw me back to the Pub. 

At the Pub, I have many responsibilities as production editor. 
Some of them include wrapping the stacks of printed paper in 


plastic, setting up runs for the presses, and keeping track of what 
is printed. 


Thanks a lot for a great summer, 
Photo Editor 


Hello! How's it going? I am the Photo Editor and my assist- 
ant friend is Zeke Granisberg. I am Photo Editor because I am 
illiterate, and could not be a writing editor because of it. 
Zeke is taking down my dictation as I dictate to him. I would 
like to thank Madhu and Dave, Photo, and Zeke. 

Enjoy the photos. 


Fagor‏ ہار 





Art and Layout 


When I handed in my application, I said to myself, "This will 
be easy. No problem." But I was wrong. Being an editor for the 
yearbook is not easy. All of these decisions that had to be made 
yesterday made my job nothing like what I thought it was going to 
be. But I feel good about having worked on the yearbook. 

My specific position (art and layout editor) was a hard one. 
Craig (the other art and layout editor) and I had our differences 
of opinion many times (many, many times). But everything always 
worked out alright (at least most of the time). 

From everything I did like, to everything I didn't like, I 
feel that I made a good contribution. 


Richard Budd 





JASON E” 
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Co-Writing Editor 


In the beginning of the summer, my brother Jon and I were 
having a frisbee catch on the soccer field. It was not hot yet, 
so we weren't uncomfortable running around during rest hour in a 
place that had no shade. 


Then Laura Auerbach came walking along with her golden re- 
triever Abby. She seemed to want to play, and Laura said it was 
Okay, so we had a catch with Abby. We would throw it, and she 
would run after it, and usually would catch it. Most of the time 
Abby would bring the frisbee back to us, but sometimes she wouldn't, 
so we would chase after her. We had a lot of fun. 


This summer in camp was alright. There were some really good 
times, and some really bad times. When we were having that frisbee 
catch with Abby, I remember thinking to myself, "It feels nice to 
be back." 


Love, 


Mie. 








Co-Writing Editor 


Douglas N. Adams: "Ford could tell it was morning again. The sun- 
light welled up around his eyelids and threatened to stomp on his 
eyeballs." 


william Faulkner: "Joe gazed at Mary and realized, besides the 
fact that the sun had come up and bathed the entire town of Gat- 
linsville, Mississippi, in a flood of light, that Mary was getting 
old," 


e.e. cummings: "MorNing morNing it will be mor ning once mOre 
don't youknow." 


T. Coreghessan Boyle: "Digby turned over in the bed and realized it 
was morning again. The light streaming through the open window was 
a dead giveaway. Lying next to him, Marcia looked at the thick 
stack of pages still clutched fervently in the reader's right hand 
and whimpered, 'Another 1500 pages to go, Digby...' 'Ah, shaddup,' 
muttered Digby, and drained the whiskey." 


Isaac Asimov: "'Morning!' said George. 'Good morning!' said June. 
From what he could hear of the conversation, Commander Eekz conjec- 
tured that it was morning on Earth once more." 


Robert A. Heinlein: "Wa-al, it was mornin' somewheres down there, 
but from the cockpit of his superduper new fighter jet, Commander 
Lazarus Long couldn't really tell. He stroked the cat lazing next 
to him and fell back asleep." 


Fritz Leiber: "The sun rose over the Atlantic and bathed the city 
of New York in a sea of light. It did that every twenty-four hours, 
you see." 


Steve Bell: "(John the monkey stutters furiously): 'This is no 
time for infantile leftist posturing, John! We're in a backs-to- 
the-wall situation here! The sun is about to rise!'" 


Mark Twain: "(All the characters from Huckleberry Finn are asleep 
on Huck's raft.) 'Gosh, Jim, is-it morning out there?' asked Huck 
sleepily. 'Gosh I really don't know,' said Jim. 'I'm too scared to 
open my eyes.' 'Don't you wish we was way, way away from here, Tom- 
mie?' asked Becky Thatcher. 'Duh,' commented Tom. 'Gosh darn it all 
to heck,'. said Huck, getting up. 'I can't remember my next line.'" 


Neil Bernstein 

















Moral Support Editor 


Okay, the editorial is due at five, so I may as well get this 
over and done with. I can't really think of anything to say, as if 
it really mattered. Who the heck reads this stuff besides the ed- 
itors? Is there any reason for the editorials other than to dis- 
play egotism? Is there a meaning to life? 


I started out at Pub as a camper whom Laura mistook for some- 
body else. I then became the horoscope writer for the Buck's Rock 
Enquirer and watched my work get destroyed by the dreaded Censor. 
My next great achievement was helping Ron cut up some pieces of 
paper to make the Staffwords cover. Then my ever-popular charac- 
ter, Sir Jude, returned from last year in Kimoc Koob. 





When Yearbook finally rolled around, I didn't think much of 
it. I figured it would be the same thing as last year. Working 
my butt off, getting ejected from the typewriters, and not even 
getting mentioned in the Pub article. I filled out my applica- 
tion sheet on a whim, figuring I'd get ninth assistant to the third 
assistant to the Art and Layout editor. The next day, I was acci- 
dentally welcomed to the "wonderful world of Art and Layout" by 
Sandro. I would have stayed if someone hadn't pointed out I was 
Moral Support editor. I'll never be quite sure why I got the job. 
Was it because of my "good morning" attitude? Was it because I 
was cheerful, even in the midst of total chaos? Was it because no- 
body else applied for the position? 


So, before Neil throws me off of the typewriter (as usual) I'd 
better just thank the following people: 


Flyz-nor and Xandor for introducing me to Hair. 
Lo-Rah for all the laughs we had over the borders, and for my 
other name. 
Bruno for the Staffwords cover. 
Madhu, for helping me on my Carousel and Somnambulists cover 
designs (even if they were rejected). 
Neil, for another name (Kaufman returns!). 
My director...my producer...Sorry, I was drifting off. Well, 
Neil is smudging the ink on my Dragonlance book, so I guess it's 
time to go. I loved 1988, and hopefully, I'll love '89. 





Your ever-lovin' Moral Support Editor, 


David Itzkoff 
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“Time is a circus 
always packing up 





- Ben Hecht 
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Say You Believe In Love 


As I write these few words to you I am seated at Sybil’s 
bedside here at Mt. Sinai hospital where Sybil continues her 
fight for life. The outcome of her battle remains unknown. But 
she is waging it with all the courage, energy, determination, and 
confidence that she can muster. Her smile is as beautiful as 
ever, her voice as lyrical, her concern for others as strong and 
unshaken. She is not without fear. She knows (and I know) that 
she may not make it because the odds, at this point, are against 
her. Still she fights on and I offer her what help I can. 

f It was only a few weeks ago that we drove up the Buck’s Rock 
Road and that Sybil was welcomed home by hundreds of campers and 
staff members who lined the road to greet her. How happy she 
was! How moved she was by the outpouring of affection. And 
then, a scant 24 hours later, we were compelled to return to the 
hospital for emergency treatment. I am convinced, though, that 
it is the sight of those hundreds of smiling faces, the cries of 
encouragement, the colorful signs and banners, the waves of love 
that washed over her that will remain forever fixed in her 
memory. I know that I shall never forget that glorious 
homecoming either.’ 

For over a decade now Sybil has been the embodiment of all 
that is good and pure and true at Buck’s Rock. Her interest in 
others has been genuine and total. She has cared about people-- 
young and old--and she took each of them to her heart. And what 
an open and generous and kind and forgiving heart she has. .She 
remembers names and faces and the smallest details about others 
not so that she can manipulate them but because she truly enjoys 
knowing and working with and helping people. In 1959, when we 
first came to Buck’s Rock and Sybil was a house counselor, she 
would stay behind at her house long after "lights out" to comfort 
a troubled camper or to hear an enthusiastic one share with her 
all the wonderful moments of the day just ended. In more recent 
years, no sooner would camp end than she would take on the 
enormous task of preparing and mailing several hundred hand- 
written letters to parents in which she detailed their children's 
accomplishments during the summer and shared with them her own 
observations of their performance. For most people it would have 
been an onerous task; for her it was an act of love. 

Sybil seldom gets angry or raises her voice at anyone but 
when she does it is because someone is being cruel or abusive to 
someone else or taking advantage of that person's weakness. The 
mistreatment of one individual by another upsets her. She has no 
patience with bullies or loudmouths or whiners of either sex. 

She feels a special obligation to the less fortunate and she 
.reaches out to them with tenderness and support. Often it was in 
“her and through her that others discovered their own strengths 
and realized their own potential.  Sybil has a special place in 
her heart for the underdog--for society’s victims. She has tried 
to make Buck’s Rock a place where no one would be victimized, 
where all would feel comfortable and where everyone would be 
respected--not for their possessions, their wealth, or their 
social status, but for who they are, for the kind of human beings 
they are. 





There can be no doubt that Sybil has succeeded in teaching 
others to be more considerate and caring and compassionate. On 
Bastille Day this year Buck’s Rockers let her know that they had 
learned her lesson well. The letters you wrote on that day were 
filled with warmth and love and gratitude. It took us many hours 
to read them all, and we want you to know that we were deeply 
moved by your sentiments. The letter that follows is a composite 
of those letters. Each of its sentences originally appeared in 
one of the hundreds of letters you wrote on that day: 


"Dear Sybil, 


"When we say 'Say You Believe In Love' we really mean it. 
We believe in your love of life, love of learning, love of 
growth. We want you to know that your dream of Buck'/s Rock 
is going on. People still gather together in friendship and 
have creative learning experiences. Because you are not 
able to be here this year we are all doing our most to keep 
camp the amazing place it is. I am being most helpful and 
productive this year and I am encouraging others to do the 
same. Thank you for giving me the trust, love and 
encouragement that I needed. Your attitude has given me 
more than I could ever put in a letter. I look forward to 
your recovery and to see you back in camp. I feel that I 
have grown more in Buck's Rock than any other place and I 
owe it to you. 


"You give this camp something extra--you create a family 
feeling. You help everyone with their problems and most of 
all you make people special. You give something so special 
to this camp and that makes you unreplaceable. You have been 
a second mother to me, helping with problems that today seem 
foolish, but that then meant a happy boy walking out of the 
office. It is strange for me to be at Buck’s Rock and not 
to see your smiling face. You mean so much to everyone here 
because you took the time and energy to get to know each of 
us personally and to make Buck'/s Rock the great place that 
it is. 


"Your influence on me became a major factor in my life. 

Your confidence in us and in yourself was inspirational and 
that inspiration inspired me to come back to Buck'/s Rock to 
learn more and more, and I always will strive to be a 
learner and a Buck’s Rocker. You know, I wrote a story 
about camp in school this year and my teacher loved it. She 
loved all my stories but that was one of her favorites. If 
I can I’ll send it to you so you can see how special this 
camp really is and what a large part you had in bringing 
this about. 











"One of the themes of ’Our Town’ is how we miss taking 
notice of what’s important in life. I am missing you this 
summer like an absent family member. The positive aspects 
of this summer make me appreciate yet more what you have 
created and what you have done for me personally. Your warm 
touch on life at Buck’s Rock has helped so many new campers, 
myself included, feel more secure and at home here. Your 
spirit and love of life, children, and Buck’s Rock made me 
feel as if Buck’s Rock was a home away from home. You have 
warmed the hearts of so many people and I’ll always love you 
for what your kindness and inspiration have done for me. I 
think you're a wonderful person. 


"You and Lou extended your love to me the first year I went 
to Buck’s Rock. I was a scared and hurt young kid and you 
made me feel I belonged here. Camp is different without 
you. Wrinkles has no one to follow around. Everyone who 
has been here previously has noted the loss of your energy, 
caring, and concern. I have especially noticed the 

difference without you here but I feel that your spirit is 
with us although you physically are not. Your love is 
contagious and you will live forever--through the camp and 
through all the people you have touched." 


, Sybil may not win her battle with cancer but she has fought 
a good fight. Through everything she has borne herself with 
courage and dignity. Even during this agonizing period she has, 
by example, taught all of us how to live and, when the time 
comes, as it must to all of us, how to die. A poet once wrote 
that it takes life to love life. Sybil understood and lived 
those words. A similar message is contained in the Sanskrit 
proverb that I quoted in my address to the camp on opening day 
this summer. I should like to bid you goodbye with those very 
same words. Sybil and I feel that they eloquently express our 
feelings about you and your lives, about Buck’s Rock and all that 
it tries to do, and about our lives, hers and mine, and all that 
we have tried to do during the nearly thirty years that we have 
been privileged to be a part of the Buck’s Rock family: 


Look to this day, 
For it is life, . 
The very life of life. - 
In its brief course lie all 

The realities and verities of existence, 
The bliss of growth, £ 
The splendor of action, 

The glory of power-- => 





For yesterday is but a dream, 

And tomorrow is only a vision. 

But today, well lived, 

Makes every yesterday a dream = 
of happiness 

And every tomorrow a vision of hope. 


Look well, therefore, to this day. 
With all our love, B 
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OUR FAMILY IS STRONG 


The summer of ’88 has proven to be one of much excitement 
and many challenges. We had campers from twenty-nine states and 
nine different countries--a more diverse population than ever 
before. Each person came with a certain amount of curiosity, a 
willingness to explore, and the desire to interact with other 
young people from different cultures and societies. And now, as 
the summer comes to an end, each of us returns to our families 
taking with us new friendships, a greater acceptance of one 
another, and new discoveries. 

As I took my tours around camp this summer, I developed a 
sense of pride from belonging to an extraordinary community such 
as the one we have built. This pride grew from seeing the 
performances and appreciating the many hours spent in rehearsals, 
watching your projects blossom from hazy sketches into beautiful 
works of art, and witnessing the jubilation that you felt when 
you succeeded in any one of your many accomplishments. Visitors 
always expressed amazement and admiration of the goals and values 
upheld by the young boys and girls of Buck's Rock. 

When you leave camp this summer I hope that you will take 
with you not only your finished pieces of art and memories of 
your experiences gained from your performances.  Equally 
important are the deep and lasting friendships I hope you have 
formed, giving you the confidence to continue to stretch beyond 
your known capabilities and enabling you to accept new challenges 
with a greater sense of enthusiasm. 
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The Buck’s Rock Network 


A season at Buck's Rock, even a half-season, connects you 
(camper or staff) to a vast network of alumni and potential 
friends. The participants of forty-six seasons are spread far 
and wide throughout the United States and overseas. Virtually, 
anywhere you travel, you are likely to encounter Buck's-Rockers, 
young, old, and in-between. Get to talk about camps, mention 
Buck's Rock, and you will discover ready-made friends and 
compatriots. 

Most people remember Buck's Rock with affection and enthusiasm. 
Connections made at Buck's Rock grow over the years, sustained 
by letters and long-distance phone calls. Official and unofficial 
reunions together with chance encounters that occur just about 
anywhere, are usually filled with excited greetings and exchanges 
of information about old bunk and shop-mates. 

The Buck's Rock network is not only geographic but also 
time-binding. It has been happening more and more frequently: 
Parents who were themselves teenagers here many years ago proudly 
introduce their own twelve and thirteen year old offspring to 
Buck's Rock. They look around with pleasure and say it looks a 
little different and bigger, but it's still the same, and it's 
still wonderful and incredible. And usually the kids (understand- 
ably skeptical about their parents' effusions) soon agree that 
Buck's Rock is indeed a wonderful and incredible place. 

The GONG-- the Perfect-Circle-Unifying-Symbol of Buck's 
Rock-- rings out summer after summer. New Milford neighbors say 
they actually miss hearing it when the summers are over, and 
they welcome its return each new season. 

Standing too near the gong may be a bit alarming when it is 
sounded for wake-ups, meals, and the great variety of special 
events and evening activities (the concerts, plays, performances, 
exhibits, movies, lectures, ceremonies, demonstrations, carnivals, 
festivals, games, and discussions). But after the season, and 
years later, the Buck's Rock gong is softened by nostalgia. It 
tunes all of us into a network of shared memories and loyalties. 
It is a mellow tintinnabulation, sounding Ernst and Ilse Bulova's 
philosophy of good-will, friendship, and creativity-- all over 
the world and through decades and generations. 
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Questions and Answers. 
Questions Without Answers 


The summer of 1988 is coming to an end.  Buck's Rock of 1988. 


I would like as a fond greeting of farewell to raise a number of 
questions that you, as you read this book, may have the answers to. 


When you came here, you had many questions. Questions require 
answers. Were all your questions answered? Well, hardly. But 
this may happen all your life. Life will ask you many questions, 
people around you will, and you yourself will ask yourself 
questions that will hope for answers. And even if you find answers 
to some of them, new questions will arise that may have been 

hiding behind the old ones. A perpetual quest. Should this be 
discouraging? By no means. Every answer throws light on the road 
that lies ahead and illuminates the way. 


Was this summer an important one? Maybe for some of you it was. 
Did the summer provide the basis for choices that may determine 
the direction your life will take? Maybe it will turn out to have 
been just that for some. The future may provide an answer. 


When you came here, we promised you freedom. But you found out 
that there is no such thing as absolute freedom. There are always 
limitations.  Mankind has never found a definition of freedom. 

At Buck's Rock, we had reduced our promise to Freedom of Choice: 
the freedom to use the opportunities we offered you freely. We 
are aware that such limited freedom is a rarity in everyday life 
and is only infrequently offered. Have you used that freedom to 
your satisfaction? We hoped you would and we know that many of 
you and maybe all of you did. However, only you would really 

know and have an answer that will satisfy you. 


We have certain principles; we cherish certain values. We hope 
that you learned to accept the principles that are the basis of 
running Buck's Rock as a creative enterprise. If you accepted 
them, we hope that you learned to respect them and make them your 
own. 


We believe that our values could only be incorporated into our 
practices by trusting young people, by believing in their basic 
integrity, their desire to explore and to learn, their honesty. 
Were these assumptions justified? I don't know the answer. But 
you may have it after evaluating this summer's experience. 


We know that by living at Buck's Rock for four or eight weeks, you 
have formed many friendships. Were they formed on the basis of 
common interests, of shared work? They may be lasting ones. Or 
were they formed in a spirit of competition, out of the desire 

to win out over someone else? We suspect that friendships and 
relationships prompted by these motivations may not last or if 
they do for a while, may turn out to be unsatisfactory. Do you 
agree with these premises? Will they be substantiated by your 
experience? I don't know. You will find the answer. 





Will the contribution you made by your work and to this book be 
of lasting importance to you? I don't know. You may discover 
the answer. 


Has this summer contributed to your discovering new talents and 
abilities in yourselves that you did not know you possessed? Has 
it provided new goals you now wish to reach, or have you discov- 
ered some which you have decided to discard? Only you can provide 
the answer to these questions for yourself. 


Did you discover discrepancies between what you wanted to do and 
what you did do or could do, and has such discovery spurred you 
on to renewed efforts? You will be able to provide an answer. 


Have you found the dividing line between what seems to be possible 
and what seems to be impossible? You may find that the line may 
shift of its own momentum or be moved by you. 


You may have become more aware of your strengths and your weaknes- 
ses and learned to use the former and compensate for the latter. 


Have you discovered new aspects of your personality? Have you 
thought or felt that your life has assumed new dimensions? 


The answer may come to you later on or result in a resounding Yes. 


Are you finding out that in modern physics certainty has been 
replaced by probability with loss of security? Have you come some 
way closer to live with a certain amount of uncertainty and unpre- 
dictability? Has this summer added to your strength to do so? 

I believe it did. But only you have the answer or may find an 
answer in your future. 


We have tried to be truthful to you. We believe we were. Do you 
agree? I hope so, but only you will have the answer. Have you 
been truthful to us? Have you been truthful to each other? Have 
you been truthful to yourself? I believe that most of you were. 


Would you agree that teaching is a form of loving and learning is 
a form of loving? That loving is a form of teaching and loving 
is a form of learning? Or have you other, better definitions of 
what learning and teaching may be or is or should be? 


will the roads you are travelling lead to harmony and unity for 
yourself? For others? Will you have many travel companions? Will 
you choose such roads? Your future will provide answers. 


Were you moved by the poem written by a British soldier who died 
on the battlefields of the First World War and that I read to you 
as you sat around the campfire as we remembered the bombing of 
Hiroshima? He titled it: "To a Poet a Thousand Years Hence." 

















"O friend unseen, unborn, unknown, 
Student of our sweet English tongue 
Read out my words at night alone, 

I was a poet; I was young. 

Since I can never see your face 

And never shake you by the hand, 

I send my soul through time and space 
To greet you, you will understand." 


Were you moved? I was as I read it to you. 


During the picnic at the vegetable farm I said to you: "The Earth 
is good if you are good to her. If we poison the Earth, she will 
poison us." Can you help make the earth "The Good Earth" to all of 
us? I said once: 


"where there is darkness, there will be light. 
Where there is unreason, there can be reason. 
Where there is deception, there should be truth. 
Where there was war, there shall be peace." 


Do you share these hopes? Can you make them your own? Will you 
replace the question, "Who am I?" gradually with the question, . "Who 
shall I be?" 


Do you realize that since the responsibility of choice all summer 
was yours, you can now proudly say that whatever you have accomplished 
was due to your own decisions, your own efforts? 


As I read the title of your yearbook, Carousel, I am reminded of 
horses and their riders who move around and around, but never reach 
each other. Is this a symbol of life as it is? Ora warning of what 
life should not be? Or is the title a metaphor for mankind's search 
for meaning that finds expression in forms that do not seem to change, 
but follow each other in endless successionin the attempt to state 
where the emphasis lies, namely in the expression rather than in 
reaching a goal? 


I have a question that I have asked myself in the past, that I ask 
myself as I step out of my house at night and look up at the starlit 
sky with its billions of suns and probably millions of planets. "Do 
they sustain life on their surfaces? Life as we know it? Life as 
we don't know it? Or is Life just ours? A freak? An accident? 

A unique gift? An unimaginable occurrence? Is earth the center of 
. the universe? The center that gives meaning and purpose to all 
creation? Or is it something, tucked away, on a planet circling a 
tenth rate star, a star amongst millions of galaxies? Shall we ever 
know? We, on a planet circling one sun, one of billions. of suns?" 


Life may ask you many questions. May you be able to answer some to 
your satisfaction. May you solve many riddles. May you be happy 
with the solutions you find. May you regard each answer as a new 
challeage that gives you the courage to ask more questions and to 
move forward along the road of a fulfilling life. 
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The staff of Carousel would like to offer special thanks to 
Ernst Bulova and Danny Simon. 
Buck's Rock was able to flourish this summer 


through their hard work, spirit, and determination. 
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